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Enter %ichard Duke of GlouceFler^folta. 

H ^OW is the winter of difcontent. 

Pi Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Torke: 
m And all the cloudes that lowr’dvpon our houfe. 
In the deepc bofomeof the Ocean buried, 

No\y are ourbrowes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merrie meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightfullpleafures. 
Grim-tvifagde war, hath imoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now infteadof mounting barbed fteedes. 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am notlharpe offportiue trickes, 

Normadeto court an amorous looking Glade.* 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loue-s Maicdic, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that amcurtaildof this fairc proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dilTembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfiniiht,fent before my time 
Into this breathingworidhaliemadevp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafluonabkj 
Thatdogs barke at me as I halt by them.* 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pane away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpie my fnadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie; ' - 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer. 

To etitertaine thele faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafuresofthefe daies.* 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 
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lelragcdie 
By drunken prophefics,libelsand dreames,- 
To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one again (1 the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, falfe and trecherous ; 

This day lhould £larcnce clofely be mewd vp, 

About a Prophelie which fayes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer (hall be. 

Diue thoughts doyvne to my foule. Enter Clarence with 

Heere Clarence comes, a Guard of men. 

Brother,good daies,what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace. ? 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
This conduit to conuey me to the T ower. (pointed 

Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla. Becaufe my name is georgec 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none ofyours. 

He (hould for thatcommityour good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath lonac intent 
Thatyou Ikall be new chrillened in theTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I doe know, for I protefl 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, 

And from thecrolle-rowpluckes the letter G: 
jlfnd fayes awuardtold him that by G, 

His iiruedifinheritcd (hould be, 

And for my name of Cjeorge begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he; 

Thcfe as I learne, and fuch like toyes as thefe, 
Hauemouedhis Highneife to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men are ruldc by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis fhc 
That tempts him to this extreamitie: 

Was it not (he and that good man of worfhip 
^Anthony Woodnile her brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Haftings tothe Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is dcliucred ? 
vye are not fafe arc sot fafe. 
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ria By heauen I thinke there is no man fecur d 

Butthe Queenes kmdred,andnight.w^kingHeralds, 

That trudge betwixt-the King and Miftrefe Shoare: 

Heard yenot what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliuerie. 

Glo. Humble complaynir.g to her Deitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his hbertie, 
lletellyou what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we willkeepeinfauour with the King, 

To be her men, and weare hcrliuerie, 

The iealous ore-worne wtddow and her ielte, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mi°htie eoflips in this Monarchy. 

Bro. I befeech your graces both to pardon me . 

His maieftie hath ftraightlygiuen m charge. 

That no man (hall haue priuate conference, 

Of what degree foeuer With his brother. 

Glo. Euen fo & pleafeyour worlhip BrekeWHry, 

You may partake of any thing we fay: ; 

We fpeake no treafon man, we lay the King 
lswife and vertuous,and his noble Qpeene 
Well ftrooke inyeares, faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye,a pafiing pleafing tongues 
And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkcs: 

How fay you fir,canyou deny all this ?^ . , 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfc haue nought to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with Miftreile Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, exceptingone, 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord? 

Glo. Her husband knaue.wouldftthou betray me? ' 

Bro. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall for- 
Your conference with the noble Diike. (beare 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 

Glo' We arc the Queenes vibiells and mutt obey,. 
Brother farewell, Iyvill vnto the King, 
^adwhatfoeueryowwillimploy me in, 

Were it to call Kingl^Bwirwiddow fitter, ^ 
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I will performe it to infranchife yoti, 

McanetinJe this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouchevme deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla . 1 know it pleafeth neither ofvs well. 

g/o. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long. 

I will deliueryoujor lieforyou, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. 1 mull periorce,farevvell. Exit ('Ll. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou fhaltnerereturnc, * 

Simple plame Clarence, I do loue thee To, 

That 1 wililhortly fendthyfouleto heauen, 
if heauen wilt take the prefent at our hands.* 

But who comes heerc,the new deliucred Haftingsl 
Enter Lori Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vqto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine: 

W ell are you welcome to this open airc, 

How hath your Lordlhip brooktimpriibnment? 

Haft, With patience(noble Lord)as prifoners mufti 
ButI fliallliuemyLord togiue them thanks. 

That w ere the caufeof my imprifonment. 

Glo, N o doubt, no doubt, and fo thallClarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle (hould be mewed, 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo. W hat newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The King is liekly,weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fearehim mightily. 

Glo. No w by St. Paul this ncewes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euill dietlong. 

And ouermuch confirmed his Royall perfon, 

T is very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

W.hat,is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Go you beforc,and I will follow you. Exit Haft 

HecannotliueIhope,andmuft not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen, 

He in to vrge his hatred more to (brevet) With 



of EUcEarltKFr hire 

With lyes well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

A„d if I fade not in my deepe intent, 

VVh'ch tte, GodTake King Edwardto his mercy, 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father. 

The readieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and h er fat her: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecretclofe intent, , 

By marrying her which I mull reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market: 

Clarence (till breathes, ft ill Hues and ra.gnes, 

When they arc gone, then rnuft 1 count my games, fxtt. 

Enter Lady Ameywith the hear ft of Harry the 6. ^ 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord, 
If honor may be Ihrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancaster, 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfe of Lancafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat 1 inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poore ^Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 

Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I pourethe helpelclTe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart, that had the heartto do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : 

Then I can wifh to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

If euer he haucchild, abortiue be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought tolight: 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright the hopefuft mother at the view. 
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Jfcucrhchauewifcjletherbemad; . '! 

As miferablc by the death of him. 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertley with your holy load 
Taken from Taules to be interred there; 

And ftillasyou areawearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries couth. 

Enter Glofter , 

glo. Stay you that beare thecoarfe,andfet it downc, 

La. What blacke Magitian coniures vpthis fiend 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Villaine,fetdowne the coarfe,or by St, Patti, 
lie make a coarfe of him that difobeyes. 

Gen, Stand backe and let the Coffin pafte. 

Glo. Vnmanner'd dog,ftand thou when 1 command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

•Or by Saint Taul ) le ftnke thee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes* 

La. What do you tremble,are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not for you are mortall, 

A nd mortall ey cscannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull mimfter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortallbodie. 

His foulethou can ft not haue,therefore be gone* 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitie,be not fo curft. 

La, Foule diucll.for Gods fake hence & trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it with curfing cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afrelh. 
Blufii,bulffi,thoulumpe of foule deformitie, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwels. 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturail, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturail. 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his deaths 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft,reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrikethe murtherer dead, 



Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quicke. 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-gouernd armc hath butchered, 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charitie, 

\ ^yhich renders good for bad,bleftingsforcurfes. 

La. Viltanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

. jvjo bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie, 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La, On wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull w hen Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafc deuine perfection ofawoman, 

Ofthefefuppofed cuils to giue mcleaue, 

Bycircumftancc buttoacquite my felfe* 

La. vouchfafe defufed infe&ion cf a man, 

For thefe knowne euils,but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

- La, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 
glo. By fuch difpairc 1 ffiould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing fhouldft thou Hand excufdc. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft, vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo, Say that I fl^w them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliffi flaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou Iyeft. Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood. 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beate afide the poynt, 

Glo. I was prouoked by hef flanderous tongue 
Which laide their guift vpon my guiltleiTe fhoulders 
La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: butbutcheryes. 

Qidftth«u not kill this King? Glo* I grant yee. 
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_ Zrf.Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grauntmetoo 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh lie was gentle,mild,and vertuous. 

G/o.Thehtter forthe Kingofheaucn that hath him. 
Z<*.Heis in heauen, where thou flialtneuer come. 

{?/<?. Let him thanke me that holpetolend him thither 
For he was fitter for that place then eaVth. 

La. And thou vrifit for any place but hell. 

(]lo. Yes one place clfe,ifyoti will heare me name it. 
L*.Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 
Zrf.Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will itMadame,tillIliewithyou. 

La. Ihopefo. 

Glo. 1 know fo, but gentle Ladie ^nne, 

Toleaue this kind incounter ofourwits, 

^nd fall fomewbat into a flower methode .* 

Is not the caufer of the time-lefte deaths. 

Of thefePlantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

La. Thou artthecaufe,and mod accurft effed. 
G/o.Your beautie was the caul'e of chat effect. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world) 

So I might reft that houre in y our fweete bofome. 

La. Ifl thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefc nailes fliould rend that beautie from their cheekei, 
Glo. Thefe eyes could ncucr indurefweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifli them ifl flood by.* 

As all the w orld is cheared by the Sunnc, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

X4.$lackc night ouerihad thy day,and death thy life. 
G’A'.Curfe not thy felfcfairecreacure,thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. 1 1 is a quarrell moil vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. Hethat bereft thee Lady of thy husband? 

Did it to helpethee to abetter husband. 
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Ia. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loucs you better then he could, 
X*.Namehim. GYvPlantagcnct. 

La. Why what was hce ? - 

Glo. The fclfefame namc,but one of better naturq, 

X*. Where is hce? 

G’/o.Heere, Sbeejpitteth at him , 

Why doeft thou fpit at mee i 
La. Would it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake. 

Glo. Keuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place. » 

ZaN euer hungpoyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out ofmy fightjthou doeft infeft my eyes. 

<7/o.Thine eyes fwectc Lade haue infe&ed mine. 

Za Would they were Baftliskes to ftriketheo dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
chained their afped with ftore of childiih drops, 

I neuerfuedto friends nor cnemie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete fbothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofde my fee : 

My proudheartfues,and prompts my tongue to fpeakc, 

, T each not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy rfcuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this ftiarpe pointed (word. 

Which if thou pfeafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foule forth that adoreththce ; 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawl e,twas I that kildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me .* 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithatkild king Henry, 

But twas thy hcauenly face thatfet me on : Here Jbeiett 

Take vp the fword againe, or take Vp me. faUthefmorL 

Xrt.Ariie dilfcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

GYo.Then bid me kill myfclfc^and I will doe it. 

La.\ hausaireadie, 

B * 
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Glo. Tufhjthat was in the rage : 

Speake it againe,and euen with theword, 

That hand which tor thy Louc did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farrc truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accelTaric. 

La. I would 1 knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

La, 1 feare me both are fall'e. 

Glo . Then neuerman was true. 

Well, well, putvp your fword. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat lhall you know hereafter. 

Cjlo . But I fhall hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope liue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To takers not to giue. 

Glo Looke how this ring incompaireth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth me poore heart. 

Were both of them/or both of them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 
But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happinelTefor eucr. 

La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad defignes 
To him that hath morecaufe to be a mourner. 

And prcfently repaire toCrosbie place, 

Where,after I haue folcmnely enterred ’ 

At Chertfie Monattcriethis noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tearcs, 

1 Will with al expedient dutie fee you : 

For diuers vnknowoereafons,l befeech you 
Graunt me this boone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become fo penitent : 

Trefoil and Bartly,goe along with 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. T is more then you deferue 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you,. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell alreadic. Exit, 



G/tf. Sirs, take vp the courfe. _ 

Set, Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No: t© white Fryers : there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed ? Exmnt.Manet Cjlo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 
lie haue her,but I will not kcepe her Ion g„ 

What Ithat kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heatc; 

With curfes in her -mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnelfe other hatred by .• 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefe barres againfl me; 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But the plainc Diuell and difoembling lookes, 

Andyettto win her all the world to nothing? Hah f 
Hath (he forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord,Whome I Come three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury? 

A fweeter and a iouelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigaliue of nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubtrightroyall, 

The ipacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will (he yet debafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow toa wocfull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfliaper ithus a 
My Dukedome tobe a beggcrly denier, 

I doe miflake my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life (lie finds,although 1 cannot 
My felfe, to be a maruadous proper man, 

He be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And entertaine fome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudie fafhions to adore my body, 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

.1 will maintainc it with a little coft. 

But firft ileturne you fellow in his graue, l 

Andthen returne lamenting to my loue. . f 

Shine our fairefunne, till I haue bought aglalfe. 

That Iraay fee my ihaddow as I palle. Exit, 

B 3 Enter, 




Enter Queene, Lord Ritters and Gray. 

Rt. Haiie patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
W ill foone rccouer his accuftomed health. 

CjrayAn that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfc, t 

Therforc for Gods fakcentertaine good comfort. 

And cheare his grace with quickc and merry words, 

Jj)u. I t he were dead, what would betide of me? 

Rt. Noother harmebut loftc of fuch a Lord. 

< g«.The lolieof fuch a Lord-includes all harmc. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you witha goodly fonne, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

^«,Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
Is putvnto thetruft of Rich. Giouccfter, 

A man that loues not me,nor none of you, 

Ri.lt is concluded he fhallbe Protestor? 

JJ#.It is determined, not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be if the King mifcarric. Enter 'Buck c Darby, 
Gr.Hcre comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Bwe.Good time ofday vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. God make yourMaieftie ioyfullasyou haue bene. 
j9«.The CountelTe Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
Toyourgood prayers will fcarcely fay, ^mcn.* 

Yet Darby, notwithftandiiig (heesyour wife, 

An d loues not me, be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I bcfcech you either not beleeuc 
The enuious {launders ofher accufers. 

Or if fhe be accufed in true report, 

Beare with her weakenelfejwhich I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward ficknetre,and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you thcKingtoday my Lord Darby i 
Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maicftie, 

gui What likelihood of his amendment Lords ’ 
5»c.Madame,good hope, his graccfpeakcs chearfully. 
j£«.God graunt him health, didyou confer with him l 
Awr.Madam we did: He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter and your brothers, 

^nd betwxt them and my Lord Chamberlainc, 

t^nd 



And fent to warnc them ot his royall prefence. 

gu. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 
Ifeareour happinefle is at the higheft. Enter glocefi 
Glo, They doe me wrong, and 1 will not indiire it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King ? 

That I forfooth am fterneloue them not : 

By wholy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diflentfous rumors : 

Btcaufe Icannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces>frnooth,deceiue and cog, 

Duckcwith French nods, and apilh courtefie, 

I muft bcheldarankcrousenemie. 

Cannot a plaine man liue and thinke no harme. 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
By filken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

JfoTohome in thisprefencefpeakesyour gracaf 
Glo. To thee that hart nor honeftie nor grace. 

When haue I iniured thee, when donethee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or any of your fa&ion ? 

Aplaguc vpon you all. His royall perfon 
fWhome God preferue better then you would wife) 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

Butyou muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Jj#. Brother of Glocefter,you miftake the matter : 
The King of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aftion* ftjewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother, and my felfe : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofyour ill will, and to remoue it. 

Glo,\ cannot tell,the world is grownefobad. 

That wrens may prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Sinceeuery lacke became aGentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

^ff.Come, ceme,we know your meaning brother GJp, 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need ofyou. 

G&JVJcane timc,God gran t that yve haue need ofyou. 




Our brother is impriloned by yourr n ' ,,,r, ‘*® 

My felfe difgraccd,and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 
Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe, 

> That fcarce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble, 
J2h. By him that raifde me to this carefull height, * 

From that contented hap which I enioyed, b 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieltie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haue bcene 

An earned aduocate to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you doe me fhamefall iniurie, 

■Ealfely to draw me in thefe vilefulpefts. 

<//<». You may denie that you were not the caufe, > 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Rih. She may my Lord. 

Glo* She may, L. Riuers,why who knwes not fo ? 

.The may doe more fir then denying that : 

Shcmay helpe you to many.faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

^nd lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may dice not i fhe may, ycamarriemay (lie. 

Ri». What marric may fhe? 

Glo. What marry may die ? marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handfome {tripling too, 

I vvis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

c My L« of Glocefter,I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter {codes. 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grofle tauntsloften haueindured. 

1 had rather be a country feruantmayd. 

Then agrcatQneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, Enttr^n, 

'Small ioy haue I-in being Englands Queene. c Market. 

£1* Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God 1 befeecbthecj 
Thy honour, date, and feate is due ro me. 

Glo. What? threat you me with telling the King? 

Tell him andfparenptjlookewhatlfayd,' : 

I will auoch in pretence of the King : 

Tis time to foeake,when paines arequitc forgot, 

£*, M*r * 
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<jht. Mar* Out diuel,I remember them too well. 

Thou dewed my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poorc fonne at T cwxburie. 

glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband king, 
fwas a pack-boric in his great affaires. 

A weederout of hisproud aduerfaries, 

Aliberall rewarder of his friends ; 

To royalizc his blood 1 fpilt mineowne. 

Mar. Yea, and muchbctter blood, then his or thine. 

Glo * In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Werefadious for the houfeofLancaftcr : 

And Riucrs.fo were you Was not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flainc : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you are : 

Witkall.whati haue becn,and what I am. 

£*. ■JUar.A murtherous villaine,and fo dill thou art, 

Glo . Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwicke, 

Yea and forfwore himfclfc (which Icfu pardon.) 

$H*M*r, Which God reuenge. 

gio.To fight on Edwardspartie for thecrowne, 

Aid for his meede(poore Lord)heis mewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifull like mine, 

1 am too childifh foolifli for this world. 

<ga.Afcr.Hie thee to hell for fliarne, and leaue the world, «' 

Thou Cacodaemon, there thy kingdemeis. 

^‘•My Lord of Glocedcr in thofe bufie daies, 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord, our lawful! King, 

So fliould we now,ifyou fhould be our king. 

Glo. If fliould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

£«Mr.As little ioy(my Lord)as youfuppofe 
lou fhoujd enioy,wereyouthis countries kings 
tf s ''“ lc 'Py may you fuppofc in me, 

1 Q tIeni °y, being the Queene thereof, 

^^“'^^yenicycs the Qtieene thereof, 
or l fhc,and altogether ioylefle. 

^ lea* 






1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (haring out that which you hauepildfrom me ; 

Which of \ on trembles not thatlooke on me/ 

If not, that I being Qucenc,you bow like fubiedts, 

Yet that by you depofd,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle vi!laine,doe-not turtle away. 

<y/fl.Foulev\ rinkled witch, what makft thou in my fioht? 
J2fi.Ma.But repeti tion of what thou hattraard, ° 

That will 1 makcj&efore 1 let thee goc : 

A husband and afonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thou a kingdonie.allofyoualleagence : 
Theforrowthatl haue, by right isy ours. 

And a!lthepleaiuresyouvfurpc,ismine. 

t//o . Thecurfe me noble father laide on thee;. 

When thou didft crpwne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuers frow his eyes, r 
And thento driethenvgau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from biuernetfe offoule. 

Denounc'd again ft thee, are fallen vponthec, 

And God, not wc, hath plagudethy bloo die deed, 

J$u. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Haft, O twas the fouled deed to flay that babe, 

And the molt mercilelfe that euer was heard of. 

JE/. Tyrants themfclues wept when itwas reported, 

Dorft No man butpropheciedrcuengefor it. 
^.Northumberland then prefent,wepttofee it. 
Jftu.M*. W hat i were you fnarling all before 1 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

-4nd turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen, 
That Henries dcath,my louely Edwards death,- 
Their kingdomes lQlIc,my woefull baniflament, 

Could all but anfwer for that pceuifli brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes, and enter heauen i 
Why thengiue way dull clouds to my quicke curfes ; 

If not by warrej by furfet dieyour King. 

A« oyr by mujder,to makehim a King. 

PirtlUrJ 
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foe I had thought 



Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales* 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Qucene,for me that was a Qucene, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liuc to waile thy childrens lolTc, 

Andfeeanother,as 1 fee thee how 

Decktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid in mine: 

Long die thy happie daics before rhy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Qucene^ 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were (landers by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Haftings,when my (bate 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liueyour naturall age. 

But by fomevnlookt accident cut off. 
gio. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
JlS'M. ^fndleauc out thee/ftay dog,for thou (halt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in (lore. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thetroubler of the poore worlds peaces 
The wormeofconfcience dill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeft for traytors whilft thouliueft, 

And take deepe traytors for thy dcareft friends. 

No flecpeclofevp that deadly eyeofthine, 

Vnleircitbe whilft fomei 
Affrights thee, with 
Thou eluifli markt, abortiuc rooting 
Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitic 
The flaue of nature, and the for 
Thou (launder of thy mothers 
Thou loathed iifue of thy fathers loyncs, 

Thou rag ofhonour.thou detefted/ 

Glo. Margaret. 

Qh.lM. Richard. 

M. I call the not* 
to, Thpnlcric " 
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Thou hadft cald me all thcfe bitter names.' 

gtt.Mar. Why fo 1 did, but lookc for no reply : 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo , T is done by me and ends by Margaret. 

Thus haueyeu breathed your curfe againft your 

j£»A^.Poore painted Quccne, vame flourilhofmy f or - 
W hy ftrewft thou fuger on that botled ipider, (tune; 
Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about i 
Foole.foole, thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfe, 

T he time will come when thou fnalt wi(h for me, 

T o helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchbackt toade. 

Haft. Falfc boading woman, end thy frantick curfe. 
Lead to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 
j^.c>/.Foule fhamc vpon you, you haueall mou’d mine. 
Ri. Were you well ferud you would be taught your duty'. 
gtt.Ma . To feme me well,you all ihould docme dutie, 
Teach me to be yourQueene,and you my fubieds ; 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 
ZW/.Difpute not with hcr,flieis lunatique. 

SlutM . Peace maifter Marquelfe,you are malapert. 
Your fire-new flampeof honour is fcarce currant : 

O that your young nobilitie could iudge. 

What t’ were to loofeit and be miferable ? 

They that (land high.haue many blafts to (hake them, 
And if they fall they dalh themfclues to pecccs. 

Glo.Good counfell marry, learne it.lcarne it Marque*. 
Z><?y/lTttoucheth you(myLord)as much as me. 
<7/o.Yea,and much more, but I was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth in the Caedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and (corncs the funne. 

Qu.Ma. And turnes the Sunne tolhade,alas,ilas, 
Witnes my funne, now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outfiiining beamcs,thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in cternall darkened foulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our acirics neaft. 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it; 

As it was won with blood,loft be it fo. 

.ffwc^Haue done for fhamc, if not for charitie. 

neither chantic nor fhame to roe. 
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Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 
vfwd fhamefully by you my hopes arc butchered: 
jVly charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 
vfnd in my fhame fhall liue ray forrowes rage. 
^iHaucdone. 

jHarj.O princely Buckingham, IwillkilTe thy hand, 
lnfigneof league and amitiewith thee ; 

Now faire befall thee,and thy princely houfe, 

Tby garments arc not fpotted with our blood, 

Northou within the eompalfcof my curfe. 
r Buck { Nornoonehere,forcurfes neuerpalfe 
The lips of them that breath them in the aire. 

Jgu.A/a.lle not beieeue but they afeend the skie, 
t^nd there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fawnes, he bites,and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their miniflers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 

Buck. Nothing that I refpeft my gracious Lorch 
QJMa. What doeft thou fcorne me/or my gentle coun- 
ted loothd the diuell that I warne thee from ? ’ (fell, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fhall fplitthy very heartwith forrow, 
eAnd fay poorcMargaret was a PropheteiTe : 

Liuceach of you, the fubieds of his hate, < 

eAnd hero you, and all of you to Gods. 

Haft , My haire doth (land on end to hears her curies. 
/?<«.v4ndfodoth mine,l wonder fhees at hbertie, 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and Irepent 
My part thereof that I haue done , 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my kngwledge. 

Gl». But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marty as for Clarence, he is well repaid. 
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He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them thatarethe caufe of it. 

Rut. A Vcrtuous and a Criftianlikc conlufion,' 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

g/o, So do 1 euer being welladmfed. 

For hadl curft.now I had curft my fclfc. 

Cat f. Madame, his raaieftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: and you ray noble Lord. 

Jiff. Catsby,wc come, Lords will you goe with vs, 

Ri. Madame, we will attend your G rac c.Exem LftU.Ch, 
Glo*\ doc thee wrong,and firfl began to braule. 

The fecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto th« grieueus charge of others. 

Clarence, whome I indeed haue laid in darkened!: .* 

I doc beweepe to many llmple guls : 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Queene,and her ajlies 
That ftirre the K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they b eleeue me, and withall whet me 
To be rcuengedon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece offeripture, 

T ell them that God bids vs todoe good for euill : 

And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends,ftolnc out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play thcDiucll. 

But foft here comes ray Executioners. Enter Executmeri. 
How now, ray hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to delpatch this deed i 
Exe.VJc arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 

T hat we may be admitted where he i» 

G/o. It was well thought vpon,I haue it hecre about 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution .* 

Withall, obdurate: doe notheare him plead e. 

For Clarence is well fpoken,and perhaps 
May moueyour hearts to pittie if you marke him. 

Exe ,Tulh,fcare not, my Lord we will not ftand topratc, 
Talkers are no good doers be atTured .* 

We come to vfe our hands and not our tongues, 

; qii, 



G/o. Your eyes drop milftones,when fooles elcs drop fears 
jlikeyou Lads, about your bufinefle. Exeunt* 

Enter Clarence 'Brokenburj . 

Bro. Why lookes y ou Grace lo heauily to day ? 

, C/a. Oh, 1 haue paft a mi'fcrable night, 

SofullofVgly fights, of gaftly drearaes: 

ThStasI am a Chriftian faith.fiill man, 

Iwould not ipend another fuch a night, 

Though t’were to buy a world o*f happie dayes, 

, Sofullofdilrnall terrour was the time. 

Bra/ What wasyour drearoe i 1 long to heareyou tell it. 
C/a* Me thought I was imbarktforBurgundie, 

And in my company my brother Glocefler, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefulltimes. 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloftfer ftumbled,and in ftumbling 
Strookeme(that thought to flay him) ouer-booid 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 

What dreadfull noyfc of water in mine cares. 

What vgly. fights of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I fa* ; a thoufand fearefull wraekes, 

T eh thoufand men that fi flics gnawed vpon, 

Wedges ofgoldjgrcate^tfhchorsjheapesofpearle, 
Ineftirnablc ftoncs.vnvalued iewefe, 

Somclay in dead mens fculs, and inthofe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabitc, there wet e, crept 
As twere in fcorne ofeyes,refle<fting gems, 

Which wade the flunie bottomeof the deepe. 

And mocker he dead bones that lay fcattei ed by. 

Bro. Had you fuch leifurc in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fccrets of tlie dtepe i 
Cla. Me thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it fourth, 
pc the emptie,vaft,and wandring ay re, 

But 
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But (mothered it within my panting Dulke, 

Which almoft burftto belch it in the Tea. 

Brok. A wakt you not with this Tore agonic i 
C4*r.O no, my dreamc was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the temped of my loulc. 

Who pad (me thought)thc melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetual! night ; 

The firfl that there did greetc my ftranger foulc. 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what feourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence/ 

And lo he vaniflit : Then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angell.in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqUeak t out aloud, 

Clarence is comc,falfe,flccting,pcriurd Clarence } 

That ftabd me in the field by Texwburie : 

Seaze on him furies,takc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion offoule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine cares, 
^uchhidious cries.that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and for a feafon after. 

Could notbeleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreamc, 

Brok* No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you,l anyfraid to heareyou t elite. 

Cla . O Brokenburie, I hauc done thofc things, 

Which now bcareeuidcnceagainft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and feehow he requites me. 

I pray thee gentjekeeper flay by me, 

My foule is hcauic,and I faine would fieepe. 

Brok>\ will(my Lord) God giue your grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakesfeafons, and repoling howers 
Makes the night morning, and the jioonetide night. 

, Princes hauc but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And forvnfeltimagination, 

They often feelea werldofreftleffe cares : 

S» that betw ixt your titles,and low names, 

There's 









There* nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murthcrer tenter. 

InGods name what are you,and how came you hither f 

would fpeake with Clarencc,&I came hither on my 
Bro. Yea,are yefo briefe i (lees, 

2 . Exe. O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiffion, talkc no more. He readtth it. 

Brt . I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

1 will n ot realbn what is meant thereby 
Becaufcl willbe guiltleffe of the meaning.- 
Heere are the key es, there fits the Duke a fleepe .- 
lie to hia Maicftie and certifle his Grace, 

That thus I hauc relignd my place to you, 

Exe. Do fo,it is a poynt of wifedoms. 

*. What fhall we ftab him as he ll<;epes l 
i • No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
when he wakes, 
a. When he wakes, 

S$by foole he fhall ncuer wake till the judgement day, 

' i. Why then he will fay wc ftabd him Seeping. 
i.Thevrging of that word iudgcment,hatn bred 

A kind of remorfe in me. 
i - What art thou afraid i ^ 

j.Not to kill him hauing awarrant for it, but to be damnd 
tor killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 
t. Backe to the Duke of Gloftcr, tellhirafo. 

' _,*• ' P ra y 4 hec ftay a whilc.l hope my holy humour will 
Change,twas wont to hold me but while one would tell*xx. 
i.Howdoft thou feelethyfclfe now? (nje 

*. Faith fome certaine dregs of confidence areyet within 
t. Remember our reward when the deedis done. 

* . Zounds he dies,I had forgot the reward. 

*• Where is thy confcicncenow l 

*• In the Duke of Glofters purfe. 

ourrwj ' d ’ 

! * *L ct goe,thcr s few or none will entartams it 

* • now if »t come to thee againe l 
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ThcTragedie 

% lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannot ftcalc. 

But it accufeth him, he cannot tleale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it deters 
Him, it is abluihing Qiamefall fpirit that mutinies 
In amansbofome : it his one full of ob ftacles. 

It mademeoncereftoreapceceof gold that l found. 

It beggers any man that kcepcsit ; it isturnd out of all 
Townes and Otties for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meanes to liue wcll.cndcuours to truft 
To himfelfe,and to liue without it. 

i .Zounds, it is euen now at my elbow.perlwading me 
Hot to kill cue Duke. 

a. Take the deuill in thy tninde,and belceuehim not, 

H* would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. - 

i.Iut,! am ftrong in fraud, he cannot prevails with me, 

I warrant thee. „ _ ' , ■ 

*. Stood like a tall fellow that refpefts his reputations 

Come (hall wc to this geared , r \ 

i Take him ouer the coflard with the hilts of my lwo» 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfey-but in the next 
a. Oh excellent dcuice, make a foppe of him. (loorat. 
t.*Harke,he flirs.lhalll ftrike? 
a No, fir ft lets reafon with him. I k.muKtm . 

C/a . Where art thou Keeper, giuc me a cup of wine, 
i . You fhall haue wine enought,my Lo. ancrnc. 

C/a. I n Gods name, what art thou : ' 

a. A man,as you are. 

C/a. But not as 1 am,royaH. 

s Noryouaswcare,loyall. , 

CU, Tliy v oyce is thunder, but thy lookes are bumble, 
a. My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
Cla, How darkelv and how deadly dooftthou i fpeake. 

Tell me, who are you ’ wherefore comcy ou hither. ■ 

Am. To, to, to. 

C 4 *.To rourther me ? -“"Jr* . 

da. You fcarcely haucthe heart to tell me fo, 

And therefore cannot haue thchearts to doe it, 
Whereiq my friends haue I offended you? , ofi j 
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1. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla. I (hall be reconciled to him againc. 
a . Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Ckr.zA re you cald forth from out a world ofatec 
Today the innocent ? what is my offence? 

Where arc thecuidcnceto accufemc? 

What lawful! quell haue giuen their verdi&vp 
Vnto the frowning ludge, or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before 1 be conuift by courfe oflaw? 

To thereaten me with death is mod vnlawfull t 
Ichargcyou as you hope to haue redemption. 

By Chrifts deare blood (hed for our grecuous linn**. 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertakeis damnable. 

1. Whatwewilldoc,wcdovpon command. 

2. And hethat hath commanded is thcKing. 

(la. Erroneous valfaile, the great King of Kings, 

Hath in hisTablesofhis Law commanded. 

That thou (halt doe no murther,and wilt thou then 
Spume at his cdid,and fulfill a mans ? 

T ake heed, for he holdes vengeance in his hands* 

To hurlevpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2. c^nd that lame vengeance doth he throw on theca 
For falfe forfwearingand for murthertoo? 

Thou didft receiue the holy Sacrament 
To fight in quarifcilofthe houfe ofLancafter. 

1 . e^nd like a traitor to the N atne of God, 

Didll breake that vow.and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels ofthy Soucraignes fonne, 

2. Whome thou wert fwornc to cherilh and defend. 
1, Howcanft thonvrgeGods dread full law to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo dearc degree l 
C/a. Alas, for whofe fake did 1 that ill deed ? t 
For Edward.formy brother, for hiifake : 

Why firs, he fendsye not to murder me for this. 

For in this fm he is as deepe aal. 

If God will be reuengedfor this deede. 

Take not the quarrell from His powcrfull araie* 

D a 



He 
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He needs no indite A nor lawfull court e, 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

i, Who made thee then a bloodymini fler, 

When gallant fpring,braue P/antagenct, 

The Princely Noui.ce was ttrooke dead by thee, 

CU. My brothers loue, the Deuill, and my rage, 
i . Thy brothers loue, the Deuillj and thy fault* 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla.Qh, if you loue brother, haccnotmc, 

1 am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdcforneed,goebackeagame, 
y#nd I will fend you tomy brotherGIocelier, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death, 
a .You are deceiud^our brother Glocefter hate* you. 
C/a. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare. 

Go you to him from me* 

Am. I fo we will. 

C/4.Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious atme : 

>4nd chargd vs from hisfoulc to loue each others 
He little thought of this diuided friendfliip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke on this, andhe will wcepe. 

Am, 1, milftones,as he leftoned vs to wcepe. 

C/4. 0, doc not flandef him for he is kind, 
i .Right, as fnow in harueft.thou deceiuft,thy felfc, T 
Tishethat fent vs hither now to murther thee. 

C/a. It cannot be for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armes,andfwore with fobs. 

That he would labour mydeliuerie. 

a . Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worldsthraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
i .Make peace with God, for you m»uft die my Lord. 
CU. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

To counfell me to make my pcaccwithGod, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God for n 
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rmurtheringme l 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 
To doe this dcede,vviil hate youfor ah is deed c# 
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Exit 



i, WhaflhaUwe.doc? 

C/a. Relent, and faue your foulcs. 

i. Relent, tis cowardly, andwomaniih. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,and diuclifb. 

My friend, I fpie forac pittie in your lookes ; 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me .* 

A begging Prince, what beggerpittiesuot? 

1 . 1 thus,and thus ; if this willnot ferue, 
lie chop thee in the nialmefey But in the next roome. 

2 , A bloodic deede,and defprately performd, 

How fainclike Pilate would J wafh my hand, 

Ofthis moft grieuous guiltie murder done. 

\ i. Why doeft thou nothclpcmc f 
By heauen the Duke fhall know how flacke thou arc 

i.l would he knew that 1 bad faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what Ifay, 

Fori repentme that the Duke is flaine. 

* , So do not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for-hisburialh 
And when I haue iny meed I mu ft away, 

Fat this will out, and here I muft not flay. 

Enter King* J^nee/te, HaJhngj, Hitters, &c. 

King. So, now 1 haucdoncagood dayes worke. 

You peeres continue this vnited league, 

I cucryday exped anEmbatFage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeroeme hence.*-' 

Aud now in peace my foule fhall part to hearten. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace oh earth ; 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others band, 

Diffcmble not your hatred, fweareyour loue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hate. 

And with my hand Ifealemy true hears loue, 

/fajf.Sothriuelas I fweare the like. 

King, Take heedc you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is thefupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

03 Hai* 



Exeunt. 
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Haft. So profper i , as 1 fwearc pcrfcftloue. ^ 

Rm. And l,as i louc Haftings with my heart. 
lCi».Madamc,your Iclfc arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, noryou, 

You haue been fa&ious one againft the other ; 

Wife,loue Lord Haftings, let him kille your hand, 
e^fnd what you doe,do rt vnfainedly. 

j£«.Here Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue 1 and mine. 

Z)<v.Thus cntcrchange of louc, 1 hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolablc. 

Ha. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracemcntto my wiues allies. 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Sue. When eucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours, but with all dutiousloue 
Dothcherilh you and yours, God punifli me 
With hate, in thofc where 1 exped moft loue, 

When 1 haue moft need to impToy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, i. j 

Dcepe, hollow, trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me. This doe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcale to you or yours. 

Kin . plealing cor diall pri ncely Buckingham^ 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Gloftcr here, 

T o make the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Gloctjhr. 

Buc. ^ndiagood time here comes the noble Duke, 

Glo, Good morrow to my foueraigncKingandQueenc, 
And princely pecrcs,a happie time of day. 

JO'«.Happie indeed,as we haue ipent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes of cnaritic .* 

Made peace of enmitie,faire louc of hate, 
Betweenethefefwelling wrong incenfedPeeres. 

Glo. A blellcd labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 

§y falfc intelligence^ wrongfurmife, , 
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Hold me afoe,ifI vnwittingly orin my rage,- ' 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in thisprefence, I defirc 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace,. 

Tis death to me to beatenmitie. 

I hate it, and defirc all good mens leue, 

Firft Madame, I intreace peace ofyou, 

VVhich 1 purchafe with my dtmou.sferuice, 

Ofyou my noblecoufcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod'gd betwdene vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuer#,and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defett haue frownd on me, 
Dukcs,Earlcs,LordSjGentlcmen,indeed of all.* 

I do net know that fcngldhnianaliue. 

With whome my louleis any iottcac oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne tonights 
I thankemy God for my bumilitie. 

C)h, a. poly day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God alt ftrife* were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege I do bcfeech youMaieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace.. . 

£/&.Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this, 
Tobethusfcc^nde in this royallprefcnce i 
Who knowes net that the noble Duke is dead! 

You doe him inrurie to Iconic his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he isl 

gu.AA feeing heauen, what a world is this ? 

2?«r.Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor I my good Lord, and no one in thisprefence. 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

.KVh.Is Clarence dead ftheorder was reuerft. 

Glo. But hefpoorc foule)by your firft order did*, 

And thatawinged Mercury did beare, 

Sometardie crjple bore theccuntrrniauisd. 

That came too lagge to fee hiniburied: 

God graur.t that fome lcila noble,and letTe loyall, 

N eerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood ; 

Deferuc not vvorfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet currant fro T3 fuipitiou, Enter Dari & 

CDrfr*. 
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Ear. A boone (ray foueraigne) for my feruice done, 
Kin. I pray thee peace,my Joule is full of forow. 

Ear. 1 will not rife vnlelieyour highnelle graunt, 
Kin. Then fpeakc at once, what it is thou demaundcft* 
Ear. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruantslife, 
Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc. 

Km. Haue I a tongue to doome my brothers death, 
^fnd (hall the fame giuc pardon to a flaue ; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, 

A nd yet his punilbmen was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feeteand bad me be aduifdc i 
Who fpakc of brother-hood ? who of loue l 
Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mightie v\arwicke,and did fight for me t 
Who told mein the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downcjhc refeued me, ) 

j^ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be a King i 
Who told me when wc both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lapne me, 

Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ! 

AH this from my remembrancebrutifti wrath 
Sinfully p!uckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my mindc. 

But when your carters or your waytingyalTailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
T he precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And 1 vniuftly too,muft graunt if you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeakc, 

Norl (vngraeious fpeakevnto myfelfe, 

For him, poorefoule •• The proudeft ofyou all 
K .ue bene beholden to him in hislife. 

Yet none of you would once pleade for hislife : 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take boldc 
On me ar.J you, and mine^md your for this 
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Come i iaiVing^hdpe me to .my dofet, oh foott Uarc 
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Gtt . This is the fruit of rawn elfe .• markt you nut 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter ‘Dutches ofT orke vnth florcnce Chi/dren. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam.is our father dead? 

Z)#r.No boy. , (breaft 

Boy Why do you wring your hands and beateyour 
Aadcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne i 

Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and fhakeyoar head ? 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaics, 

If that ouir noble father be aliue ! 

Dut.My prittic Cofens, you miflake me much, 
Idolamentthefickncireofthe King : 
e^sloth to loofe him, now your fathers dead.* 

It were loft labour to weepc for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomel will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

But, Peace children peace, the Kingdoth loue you wdl, 
Incapable and ihallaw innocents, 

Y ou cannot gerte who caufde your fathers death. 

2^. Granam, we can; for my good Vnclc Glocefter 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him .* 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugdmeinhisarme,and kindly kift my cheekes. 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his chiide. 

But. Oh that deceit (hould ftealefuch gentle fhapes, 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foiilc guile, 

Heis my fonne,yea and therein my fliame; 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

^y.Thinke you my Vncle did diflemble,Granaraj 

®*r.lBoy, 

8°). I cannot thinke it,harke, what noifeis this i 





mine armes. 



Enter the Queenc* 

^3, Who fhall hinder me to waile and weepe, * 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe i 
He ioyne with blackc defpaire again It my felfe, 

A nd to my feli® become an enemie. 

Dwf.What mean«s this feeane of rude impatience l 
Jgu.To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edvard, my Lord, y our fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred ? 
Why wither not the lean es,thefap being gone 2 
If you will liue,lament : if die, be briefe ; 

That our fwift winged foules may catch 1 
Or like obedient fubieds, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetuallreft. 

But, Ah,.fo much intereft haue I in u. 

As I had title in thy noble husband 1 
I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his j 
Ate. crakt inpeeces by malig 
And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glalfe, 

Which greeues me when 1 fee my Iharnc in him, 

Thou art a widow, yetthou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of 
But death hath fnatcht my cl 
And plukt two crutches from my L 
Edvard aod Clarence^Q what caufe I 
Then,beingbut motitieof my felfe, 

T o ouergo thy plaints and drowne the l _ 
j?ef.Gaod Aunt,ycu vveept notforourfathersdeath, 
How can we aideyou with our kindreds tearcs 
Cjerl.Out fatherlelfe diftrelfe was left 
Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

J^»,Giuc me no helpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren tobring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce cheircurrcntsto mi 
That 1 being gouernd by the watry 
Mav fend forth plenteous ter-cs to dro 
husband,for my heire Lo. 
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Jmhoi Oh for our father, for our dcare Lo. £/arence, 
put, Mss for both, both mine Edward and Clarence . 
j^.What flay had I but Edward t andis he gone i 
Ambo. What ftay had we but Clarence , and is he gone ? 
<j)ut. What ftay had I but they,and they are gone? 
ga. Was neuer widow, had fo dearealofte. 

euer Orhpanes had ^dearer loife ? 

Put . W as euer mother had a dearer loftc? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld,mine are gcnerall: 

She far Edvard weepes,and fo dol: 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not (lie ; 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe,and fo do I .* 

I for an £dmrd weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me three-fould diftreft. 

Powreall your teares,I amyourforrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper itwith lamentations. Enter Cjlofie ;mth 
CA Madame haue comfort,all of vs haue ciauk others. 

To waile the dimming ofour fhining ftarre ; 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,I doe cry you, ercy, 

I did not fee your Grace, humbly or 1 on my knee 
Icraueyou bleffing, 

Dut. God bletle thee, and put raeekeneife inthyminde, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true duty* 

G&.Amen,make me die a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bseffing; 

1 marucll why her grace d id leaue it out ? 

SachfYou cloudy Princes, and L art- borrowing Peeres, 
That beare this mutuall heaute load of moane, 

Now cheare each other, in each.others loue ; 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We arc to reape the harueft of his fbone : 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted,knit,andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferu'd,cheri(lit,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with fome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetchc 
Hither to London^to becrownd out King* 

e * * gm 
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^Jc.Thcnbe itfo: and goeweto determine 
Who they (hall be that (hraight Thai poft to Ludlow: 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go. 

To giue your cenfures in this waightie bufinelTc. 

zAnf. With all our heart*' ♦ Exeunt, mane t Glo.Bue 

Etueki My Lord»\vho euer iourneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods Take let not vs two be behind ; 

For by the way Uelortoccafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately talkt off, 

To part the Queen es proud kindred from theKing, 

Glo, My other felte.my counfels confidorie. 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofen : 

1 like a child will goe by thy direction : 

Tow ards Ludlow then,for we will not day bchmde, Exit, 
Enter two Cittizent . fy 

i. Cit, Neighbour well met, whither away fo tail ? 
i.CitX proimfeyou,i fcareely know my felfe. 
i .Heare you thettewes abroad? 

».l,thatthcKingis dead. 

i. Bad newes biilarfy.feldoroccomes the better, 

Ifearc,! feare, tvuliprooue a troublefome world, Enter m- 
3 ,Ca .Good morrow neighbours. tber CtK 

Doth this newes holdofgood King Edwardsdeath? 
i.l t doth. 3. Then raaifterslooke to fee a troublous world. 
1. No, no, by Gods grace his fonne fiiallraigne. 

3, Woe to that land thats gouernd by a clulde, 
i.l n him there is a hope of geuernmeut, 

Thatin his nonage,counfell v nder him, 

Andin his full and ripened ycares,himfelfc, 

No doubt lhallthcn,and till then goueme well. 

1. So fteod the date when Harry the fixt 
Wascrownd at Paris, but atnine moneths old. 

3 .Stood the flatefo f no good my friend not lo, 

For then this land was famou fly enricht 
With politike graue counfell : then the King 
Had vertuous V ncles to proteft his Grace, 
a. So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were noneat all : ^ 






ur iviciwi u ale 1 nirer “f" 

For emulation now, who fhaTbc neared, 

Which touch vs all too neareif God preuent not. 

Oh fullof danger is the Duke ofGloceder, 

And the Queenes kind red ha utie and proude. 

And were they to be rulde.and riot rule. 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

3 Conic, come, we feare the word, all (hall be well. 

*5 .When clouds appeare.wife men put on their cloak es. 
' When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When theiun lets, who doth not lookefor night i 
Vntinjely ftbrmes make men expeft a dearth; 
oilmen be well: but if God lort itfo, 

Tis more then we deferue,or i expeft. 

1. Truly thefoules of men are full of dread ; 
Yccannotalmad rcafon with a man 

That lookes not h cauily and full of feare. 

3 .Before the times ofcha^ge.tfdl is it fe ; 

| By a deuine indinft mens mindes midrud 
1 Enfumg dangers, as by proofewefec, 

\ The waters (well before a boy dous dorme ; 

But leaue it all to God .• whither away ? 

2. We are fent for to the 1 udice. 

j.Andfowas l,ilcbeare you company. Exeunt , 

Enter Cardinal, Dutches ofT«rke,^uyong Torl^e, 

Car. Lad night I heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniilratford will they be to night. 

Tomorrow or next day they will beheere. 

r Dut. 1 long with all my heart ro fee the Prince, 

J hope he is much growne lince lad 1 faw him. 

j^.But I heareno, rheyfay my foonne of Yorke 
Hath ouertanc him inhis growfli. 

Tor. 1 mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

T)ut, Why, my yongCoufin it is good to grow, 
7c»r.Granam,one night as we did lit at fupper, 

My V ncle Riuers t alkt how I did grow 
More then my brother. I quo^h my VucleGlo, 

. \ Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And fincc me thinkes 1 would not grow fo fad, 
Becaufefweete flowers are flow, and weedcs make bad. 

E 3 
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Z>#f.Good faith,good faith :the fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obied thefamc to thee ; 

He was thewrecchedft thing when he wasyong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, 

Th at it this were a rule.he lhould be gracious. 

Car. Why Madame,fo no doubt he Is, 

.Dwt.Ihope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 

Tor.Now by my troth il l had been remembred, 

I could haire giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (nainj*, 
That lhould haue neerer touebt his growth then hedid 
Z>«f.Hew my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me hcareit. 
Ter. Marry they lay, that my V ncle grew fo faxv, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old : 

\ Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gmnam,this would haue bcene a prittie ieft, 

‘Z>m. I pray thee prettie Yorke,whotold thee fo? 
Tcr.Granam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why,lhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 
Tw.Iftwere hot (he, I cannot tell who told me, 

' Qu. A perillous Boy : go too : you are too llirewd. 
CWr.Good Madame be not angry with thechild. 

Pitchers haue eares. Enter Drift, 

C^r.Herc comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet? 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Dor.Such newes, my Lord, as gricues me to vntold. 
^.How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well, IY|adame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then? 

Dor. Lord Riucrs,and Lord Gray, are lent toPomtret, 
With them, ^ir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

Dnt. Who hath committed them? 

Dor. The migbtie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Crr.For what offence ? 

Der.The fumme of all I can, l haue difcloled 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were cemmitted, 

Is all vnknowne to me,my gracious Lady. 

1 On. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houle, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde : 

Infulting tyrannic brgins to iet _ y , 
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Vpon the innocent and lawleife throane : 

Welcome deftru<ffion,death and malTacr^ 

1 fee as in a Mappe the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wranglingdaies ; 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld t 
My husband loft hislife to get thecrowne. 

And often v p and downe my fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feared, and domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the con querours, 

Makewar vpon themfelues,blood againtt blood, 

Selff againfl felfe,0 prepofterous 

And franktice outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

6)u, Come, come, my boy, we will to i’anfluarie.' 

X)«t.llegoe along with you, . 

^.You haue no caufe, 

Car.My graciou&Lady,go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods. 

For'niy part, lie refigne vntoyour Grace, 

The Seale I keepe,and fo betid to me, 

As well 1 tender you,and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the Sanduane. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince .the Duke of 

(j loj} errand Buckingham , Cardinally &c, (ber . 

5#c£.Welcome fweerePrinceto London to your chant- 

Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne: 

. The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin . No Vncle,but our erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifom,and headier : 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

| Gfc.Sweetc: Prince, thevntainted vertue ofyour yeares, 
Haue notyet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguiili of a man. 

Then of his outward (hew, which God he knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want,were dangerous, 

Tour grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt noton the poyfon of their hearts: 

/' ' "T God 
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God kecpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends* 
Prin, God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were none 
Glo.My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greete von 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.God blelfeyour Grace.with health and happiedaies 
?Vi».Ithankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long erethis haue met vs onthe way : 

Fie, what a flug is Haftings that he conics not 
To tell vs whether they willcomeorno. Enter L.Haft, 
Buck. And in good time herecomes the fweating Lord. 
Prin. Welcome my Lord, what, w ill our mother 00010? 
Hafi. OnwlutoccafionGodheknowes,notI; 

The Quecne your morher,and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Santffuarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine come with meto mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce wlth-held. 

Bhc. Fie, what an indued and petuifli courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queeneto fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto bis Princely brother prefently ? 

Iflhe denie.Lord Haftings go with them, 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakcoratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon exped him heere : but if fhe be obdurate 
To mildc entreaties, God forbid 
We ihould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of blelfed Sanduarie ; not for all this land. 

Would I be guiltie of fo great afinne. 

Buck. Y ou are too fencelelle ob ftinate my Lord, 

To® ceremonious andtraditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnefte of this age. 

You breake not Sanduarie in feazing him: 

T he benefit thereof is al waies granted 

To thofc whofc dealings haue defeated the place. 

And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

^nd therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 



Then 



- ■■■ 

Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there t 
Oft haue I heard of Saduarie men, 

But Sanduarie children neuer till now, 

CarMy Lord, you fliall ouer-rulemy mind for once^ 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goewith me? 

Haft. I goe my Lord. Exit. Car. & Hajt. 

. /Vi.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vncle Glocefter ^ if o u r brother come,' ' 

Where Hull we fofourne till our Coronation i 
Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royallfelfc: 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnefle fhall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then whereyou pleafe and -iliall be thought moft fit 
Foryourbeft health and recreation, 

1 Pri.l doe not like the Tower of any place: 

• Did Ittlius Cajer build that place my Lord ? 

He did, my gratious Lo. begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin.ls it vpon recorder elfe reported 
Stieelfiuely from age to age he built it i 
Bucky pon record my gracious Lord. 

Pm. But lay my Lord it were not regiftred. 

Me think esthe truth fhould liue from agetoage. 

As twere retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generallending day,' 

wife,fo yong,they fay do ncuer liue long, 
Ana.Whatfay yoijJ^ ncle ? . 

G/o.I fay 3 wit hot.' Caraclers fame liues long : 

Thatlike the formall vice, iniquitie, 

Impralize twomeaningsin one word. 

nv ^ n ‘ ^ at Cafar was a famous man, 

Witn what his valour did inrich his wit, » 

His wit fetdowne to make his valour liue: 

Death makes noconqueft ofhis conquerour, 
j.or ” ow he liues in fame,though not in life ; 
e p -f ou what my Coufen Buckingham. 

£w£.Whaistny gracious Lord? 

if I liue yntiUI be a man. 









. 
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Ill, 



Bcwnne our ancient right in France againe, . 

Or dye afouldicr as I liu'd a King* 

( jlo . Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring* 

Enter jong Yorks- Hajiings, Car dined. 
iwr.Now in good timc,herc comes the Duke of Terkg, 
Prin.Ricbard of Tw^how fares our noble brother; 

* Tor * Well my deare Lord :fo mufti call you now. 

'Prin.Y brother to our gricfc,as it isyours ; 

Too late hedidethat might haue kept that title* 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftic. 

Gto.How fares our coufen noble Lo.of Torke ? 

Ter . I thanke you gentle vncle, O my Lord, 

You Laid that I die weeds are faft in growth ; 

ThePrince my brother hath out grownc me farre, 

G/o.He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 
gio.Qh my faire coufen, I muft not fay fo. 

Ter.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo . He may command me as my foucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor.I pray you V tide giuc me this dagger. 

GU.My dagger litlc coufen,with all my heart. 

Prtn.A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind Vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy, which is no gift to giue, 

Git>. A greater gift then that, ile giuamy cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? O thats the {word too it. 
g/o.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

Yor.O then I fee you will part but with light gift*. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauicr, 

Glo. Wh at, would youhaue my weapon little Lord I 
Tor.I would that I might thanke you as you call me. 
Glo. Mow ? Tor. Litle. 

PrinMy Lo : of Torke will ftill be crofte in talker 
Vncle your grace knowes how to bcare with him. 

Tor. Y ou mcane to beare rae,not to bcare with me i 
Vnclc,my brother moekes both you and me, ^ 



gecaufe that I amlitle like an Ape. 

He chink es that you lhould beare me on your (boulders* 
Bftc. With what a fliarpe prouided wit he rcafons, 

To mitt igate the fcor ne he giuc his vncle, 

Heprctely and aptly taunts himfelfc: 

So cunning andfo young is wonderfull. 

GloMy ho; wiltpleafe you paife along ? 

My felfc and my good coufen Buckingham > 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meetyou at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor, What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord P 
PrinMy Lord Protettvr will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fleepe i n quiet at the T ower. 

G/tf. Why.wh at (hould you fcarc ? 

Tor.M&ty my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he was mnrdred there, 

‘Prin.l fcarc no vnclcs dead. 

G/a.Nor none that liuc, I hope. 
iVw.And if they liuc, I hope I need not fcarc,' 

But come my L. with a hcauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exennt.Prin.Tor.Hafi.‘Dorfmanet.BiJb.Buc. 

Thinke you ray Lo; this litic prating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Jwr.Well let them reft ; come hither Cateskj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effedt what we intend, 
tAs clofely to conceale what wc impart. , 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an eaGe matter 
T o make William L. Hafiings of our raindc, 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the feate toy all ofthis famous lie i 
Catef. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will uot be wonne to ought againft him. 

S w.W hat thinkeft thou then of S**nley s wh*t will hel 

F % ' Cut* 
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Cat , Hewilldoeallinall as Hafti>fstfctfu 
i!*r.Well>then no more but this . 

Go gentle as it w ere a farre ott, 

Sound Lord Haft mgs how he (lands affeded 
Vnto our purpofcjlf he be willing, 

Encourage him, and fliew him all pur rcafons : „ 

lfhebcleadcn,kie,cold,vnwilling, 

Bcihoufo too: audio breake off your talke, 

Andgiue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold dcuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employed. 

G/o.Commend me to Lord Wtlftam.tdtli him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
T o morrow arc let blood at Pomfret Caltle, ■ 

And bid my friends for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftris Shore, one gentle kitfe the more. 

Bttckj Good Catesby effed this b*fihetTe foundly. 

(fat, My good Lords both : with all the heede 1 may. 
GVo.Shall we heare from you Catesby ere wc lleepe ? 

Cat. You ihall my Lord. Exit Catesby, 

Glo. At Crosby place,there rtiall you finde vs both. 
?»r^.Now my Lord, what (hall we do,ifwepercciue 
William Lord Haftwgs will not yecld to our complots t 
GVo.Chop off his head man, fome what wc willda, 

And looke when I am King, claime thou ofme 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables, 
Whereof the King my brother flood polTeft. 

Bfsck.l\e claime that promife at your Graces hands. 
glo. And looke to haue it yeelded with wiliingnelfe. 
Comelet vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
Wc may digefl our complots in fome forme. ' Exemu 
Enter a meffenger to Lord Haft mgs, 

Mejf. What ho my Lord. 

Hafi.Who knocks atthe coore 1 

Jldeff. A melfenger from the Lord Stanley, Enter L.Bf> 

Haft, Whats a clocked 

Jldejf. Vponthe ftrokeoffbure. 

Can not thy maifter fleepe the tediousnights l 
MeJf,So it fhould feemeby that I haue to fay ; . 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319) LONDON, 




xri avilllUt v* iUv . jl 



Firft he commends him toyour noble Lordihip. 

Haft, And then.c^/id^fnd then he fends you word, 
.HedreamttonightjtheBoarehatlcafthis hclmc: . 

Brides he laycsytherc are two couriftls held, 

^nd that may be determined at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew atthe other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhip's plcaliire 

Ii prelently you will take horfe'vyith him, . 

jud with all fpeeue pod into the N'prth, 

To Ihun ti e danger that his foule diuines. 

Hafi.G ood fellow go,rcturne viTto thy Lord : 

Bid him net feare the feparated councels : 

HisHonourand myfdfe are attheone, 

And at theother is my feruant Catesby ; 

Wherenothingcan proceed that touchethvs. 

Whereof 1 fhallnot haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting inftancie. 

And for his dreames, I wonder he is To fond, 

Totruft the mockdrie of vnquiet flumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boare piufue vs. 

Were to incencethe Boare to follow 1 ^ 
iAm make purfuite where he did meanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maifter rife and come rome. 

And weivill both together to 1 he T ower. 

Where he fhall fee the Boare will vfc v s kindly. 

MefMy gracious Lord, lie tell him whatyou fay. Exit, 
Enter (fatesby to L. Hafhngs. 

Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 

Haft, Good morrow you are early Birring, 

What newes,what newes, in this our tottering (late t 
CW.Itis a reeling world indeede my Lord, 

And I belseue twill neuer Hand vpfight 
Till Richad weare the Garland bf the Kcalme. 

Haft, Who / weare the Garland ? deed thou meane the 
Catlmy good L’Af d. w ’ (Crownci 

^ Haft. He hauetftiscrowtie'f# mine, cut from my'fhoul- 
Erel wii} fee the Crowne fo foule mifplafte •• (uers, 

BdttanfttHou gelfe that he doth ayme at it ? 

ladeyou forward 
Vpora 



mm**?** 
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Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes: 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

T he kindred of the Queene,muft die at Poptfret. 

Haft. Indeed I*tn no mourner for this newes. 
Because they haue bcenc ftill mine enemies ; 

Butthat lie giuc my voyce on "Richards fide. 

To barre my maifters hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowes 1 will not do it to the death. 

I'at.G od keepeyour Lordlhip in thatgracieus minde, 
Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a twclmonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I line to lookc vpon their tragedie : 



Ul 



1 tell th e.Catcsky. fit. What my Lord * 

Haft. 'Etc a fortnight make me elder, 
ile fend fome packing, thatyet thinke not on it. 

Cat, Tisavilethmgto die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard.andlookenot for it. 

Haft . O monftrous,monftrous,and fofalsitout 
With Ritters, Vaughan, Gray t and fo twilldoo 
With fome men clse,who thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard,nnd to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon tne bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I haue welt deferuedit. 

Enter Lard Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeareman ? 

Feareyou the Boars, and goeyoufo vnprouided? 

St an, My L. good morrow .• good morrow Cateshy; 

You mayiefton,but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thelefcuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. MyL. 1 hold my life as dearc as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft. 

Was it more precious to me they it is now, 

Thinke you, butthat I know 9 m ftatc fecore, 

Iwould befotryumphant aslam ? 

Jtrf.The Lords of r P*r»fret'#[\s.n they rode from Londe* 
Wcrciocimd,and fuppofdc their ftates wasfurc, 



And Indeed had no caafe to miftruft .• 

But yet you fee how foonethe day orecaft, 

This hidden fcab of rancor I mifdeubt, 
p M y God, 1 fay, I prouea ncedlcife coward, 

But come my L.ftall we to the Tower ? 

Haft I go .-.but flay ,heare you not the newes i 
This day tnofe men you talkeof,are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better .wearc their heads, 
l Then fome that haue accufed them wearc their hats : 

But come my L. let vs aw ay. Exit. L.Stand/ey, & Cat . 

Haft. Go you before, lie follow prefently. 

Enter Hafttngs a Pnrftnant. 

Haft. Well met Haftmgi i-ow goes the world with thee ? 

rp ur . ( he better that it pleafe your good Lordlhip to ask. 

Baft. I tell thee fellow ,tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thcelaft where now we mecte : 

Then was 1 going prifoner to the Tower, 

Bv the fuggettion of the Queenes allies ; 

But now 1 tell thee ( keepe it to thy felfc) 

This day thofe enemies arc pat to death. 

And I in better date then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good contents 

Haft. Gramcrcy Ha/fings, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him his purfe. 

JVw.Godfaueyour Lordlhip. Sxit.lPur, Enter a Pritft. 

Haft. What fir lohn,you are well met' 

I am beholding to you for yo.ur laft day es cxercife •• 

Come the next Sabboth^md I willcontentyou. He whifpers 
Enter "Buckingham, (in his ear e. 

Buc. HownowLord Chamberlain e,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pamfret they, do need the Prieft. (prieiP’ 

'Your Honour hath no (hriuing worke in band. 

Baft, Good faith,and when 1 met thisholy man, 
Thofemenyou talke of, came into my minde:. 

What, go you to the T ower my Lord l 

Buc, 1 do, but long 1 Ihall not ftay, 

Idiall returne before your Lord fli ip thence. 

Baft. Tis like enough.for I ftay dinner there. 

-Sw. And fupper too,alchoBgffthon kn 0 wh it nut ? 






-• V...' “v 




Come 
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Coinc,fh{ill we goe along ? 

Enter Str Rtchad Rat hffe, with the Lord Ritters, 

Gray, and Uaugbatt, prifencrs. 

Rat, Come bring forth the prifoners, 

Rtu,Si r Richard Rat Jijfe, let me tell thee this i 
To day lhalt thou behold a fubied die. 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

graj.God keepe the Prince from all the packe ofyou: 

\ eA knot you are of damned blood-fuckers, 

Rih.O Pomfi-et, Pemfrei . O thou bloody pri'fon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Peercs .* 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walks 
Rickard the kcond here was hackt to death : 

And formore llaunder to thy difmall foule, 

Wa giue thee vp our guiltlefife blouds to drinke. 

Gray, Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For (landing by,when Richard fiabd her fonne. 

.to. Then curd (he Hafttngs , then curd fli e Buckingham, 
Then curd (lie Richard.O remember God, , ' * 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, , ’ - 

cAnd for my lifter and her princely fonne • 
Befatisfieddeare God with ouf true blouds, 

Which as thou knowed vuiudly mud be (pilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your Hues is out. 
.to.Come Gray,c ome VaughamSe t vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt, 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft . My Lords at once, the caufe why we are met. 

Is to determine ofthe Coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this rayall day? 

Rue. Arc all things fitting for that royall time? 

Bar It is,and let but nomination. 

'Bijh. T o morrow then, I gueile a happie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord ProteSlorsmxnde herein l 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke l (his mind. 

ifr.Why you my L : me thinks you ihouldfooneft know 
l Z’wc.Who 1 my Lord i we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he kuowes no more of mine, 

Theai of yours.- nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 

Loni 
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loti H<tftings,y ou and he are nearc in loue. 

Haftl thanke his grace, I kno^he loues me well* 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
lhaue not founded him,nor he deliuered 
' His graces pkafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name thetime. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my voyce. 

Which I prefume he will take in good part, 

Bi{b. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfelfc. 
Enter Glofter . , 

Clo.bAy noble L. and coulens all good morrow, 

I hauebene long a ileepe.but now 1 hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefencs might haue bene concluded. 

Rue, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
fPiUiam L, Haftingt had now pronoun il you part: - 
I meane your voyce for crowning ofthe King. 

(7/o.Then my L. Hftings , no man mighebe bolder. 

His Lord (hip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft.l thanke your grace. 

Gle. My Lord of Elie. 

ThJh.My Lord, * 

Glo. When I was lad in Holborne, 

Ifaw good drawberries in your garden there, 

( do befeech you fend for fomeofthem, 

Btfi.lgoe my Lord. 

Cr/o.Coufen Buckingham , a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Hafttngs in our bufinelle. 

And findes the tedy gentleman Co hote, 

As he will l©ofe his head ere giue confent. 

His maideis fonne as wotfliipfull he termesit. 

Snail loofe the royaltic of Englands throane. 

Withdraw yop hence my L. lie follow you. Ex, Gfo 

Dar.WQ haue not yet fet do wne this day of triumph. 

1 0 morrow in mine opinion is too foene * 

A° r ir*™ ^ eam not we h prouided. 

As elfe I would be, were the day prolonged, 

m E»ter the Bi/hopof Elie. (berries. 

‘ Whereis my l.proteller, I haue lent for thefe draw- 

G Haft. 




Haft, His grace lookes cheerefully and fmooth to day, 
Theres Ionic conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

. Ithinke there is neucr a man in Chriftendome, 

That can lelfer hide his loue or hate then he : 

\ For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 

.©<»•. What of his heart perceiueyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he fhewed to day ? 

Haft. Marry >th at with no man here he is offended, 

For if he vvercjic would haue Ihewne it in his face. 

Bar , I pray God he benot,I fay. 

Enter Cj /often 

Glo.l pray you all, what do they deferue 
Thatdoconfpiremy death with diuellifh plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that hauepreuaild 
Vpon my body w.th theft hdlifhchartnesf ' " 1 

Haft. The tender loue lbeare your grace my Lord, 
flakes me mo ft forwardin this noble prefence, 

T o doome the offenders w hatfoeuer they be : 

1 fay my Lord they haue dderued death. 

£7*. Then be your eyes the wirnefle of this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme fi. 

Is like a blaftcd fapliqg withered vp. 

This is that Edw*rdsmh,thAtmon&vo\is witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet«SWe» 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gracieur Lord* 
Clo. If thou Protestor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Te! ft thou me of iffs i thou art a traitor. 
Offwithhishead. Now by SaintPaul,. 

I w ill not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done .• 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, manet 
Haft, Wo, wo, for England^ not a whit for me: Ca,wtth Haft, 
For I too fond might haue preuented this': 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 

But 1 diidaind it, and did fcorne to flie. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfedid Rumble, 
Ani ftartkd when helookt vpon the Tower, . 







As loth to beareme to the (laughter- houle. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

Astweretriumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Toinfret bloodily were butcherd, 

And! rayfelfefecurein graceand fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauie curie 
Islightened on poore Haftings wretched head. 

fat .Difpatch my Lord,the Duke would be at dinner 
Make a ftiort Ihrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft'O momentary ftatc of worldly men, 

\ Which we more hu nt for, then for the gract of heauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour faire looker, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a maftj 
Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Intofatali bowels of thedeepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke,beare him my head. 

They fmile at me, that Ihortly (hall be dead. 'Eketttifl 

Enter ‘Duke of G left grand Buckingham inartnour , 
^ff/a.Cotnc coulen,canft thou quake & change thy colours 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and ftopagame, 

As if thou wert deftraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. T ut feare not me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookebacke,and prie on euery fide s 
. Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
I Areatmyferuicelikeinforcedfmiles, 

And bGth are readie in their offices 
' To grace my ftratagems. Entet Mater* 

comes the Maior. 

Buc, Let me alone to entertaine him; Lord Maior 
GV«.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon we haue Lent for you, 

Glo.fatesby ouerlooke the walles. 

5«f.Harke, I hearea drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe.defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buc. God and ourinnocericie defend vs» 

G/0,0,0, be quiet, it is Catethu 

Gi ftef 



Mnter Cateihymth HaJHngs head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfulpefted Haftings. 

G&.So deare 1 loud the man, that I mu ft weepe.- 
I tooke him for the plaineft harmelelfe man, 

That breathed vpon this earthaChriftian : 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with /hew of vertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meanc his conuerfation with Shoreswife, 

He laid from all attainder offufped. 

BHckj Well, well,he was thecouertft fheltred traitor 
That euerliu’d, would you haue imagined, 

Or almoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tell it you* The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted inthecounfcll houfe, 

T o murder me,and my good Lord of G/ocefter, 
Mayor. What, had he fo } 

Glo. Whatthinkeye we are Turkes or Infidels* 

Or that we would againft the courfe ofLaw, 

Proceed thus ralhly to the villaines death, 

But that thtextreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our perfonsfafetie 
Inforft vs to this execution i 

MaN ow faire befall you, he deferued his death, 
^dndyou my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

T o warne fal/e traitors from the like attempts : 

1 neuer looktfor better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftreflc Shore. 

C^o.Yet had not we determined he fliould die, 

V ntill your Lord/hip came to lee his death, 

Which now the longing haft ofthefe our friends 
Somewhatagaifift ©ur meaning haue preuenfed, 
JBccaufe my Zord, we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake,and timeroufly confefte 
The manner, and the purpofe of his treafon* 

That you might well hauefignified the fame. 



Vnto the Cittizens,wJio happily may 
Miiconftrue vs in him, and wailehis death* 

/Ida. My good Z.your graces word ihallferue, 

Asweilas 1 had feene or heard him fpeakc: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

But He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all youriuft proceedings in this eafe, 

Glo. And to that end we wiih yonr Zotd/hip here, 

To auoid the carping cenfures of the world. 

Btie.but fence you came too late ©four intents. 

Yet witnelfe what we did intend,andfo myZordadue. 

Glo. After, after, Coufen Buckingham Exit Maw* 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft. 

There at your meeteft aduantageofthetime, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children .* 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make hisfonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houf«$ 

Which by the figne thereofwas tearmed fo. 

Moreoucr.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beaftiall appetite in change ofluft, 

Which ftretched to their feruants,daughters,wiucs, 

Euen where his luftfull eye,or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey .* 

Nay fora need thus farrecoroe ncaremy perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiaee £dward,no\As Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in Frame} 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the iffue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father s 
But touch this fparingly asitwerefarreoff, , 

Becaufe you knew my Zord,m/Tbrother liues* )n o th 
3»c.Feare not, my Zordjleplay the O. aistf, . 

As if the golden fee for which I pleade, 

Were for ray felfc. 

G/tf.Ifyou thriue well, bringthem to Baynards Cafhc-: 
Where you (hall find me wr^ll accompanied 

G $ . 
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With rcuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops. 

Buc. About three or foure a docke looke to heare 
What ncwes Guild-hall affordeth, and fo my Lord farwell, 
Glo > Now will I in to take Lome priuie order ( Ex. sJ. 
To draw the Brats ofC/4w*£<?outoffight ? 

And to giuc notice that no manner of per 
At any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes, 

Enter a Scriuenermth a, 

Thisisthelndidment of the good 
Which in afet hand fairely is ingrotTd, 

That it may be this day read oucr in 
And markehow well the fequell hangs 
ileuen houres I fpent to write it ouer ♦ 
for yefternight by Catesbywns it brougl 
Theprefident was full aslongadooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued Lc 
VntaintedjVnexamined; free,at libertie 
Here’s a good world the while. 

That fees not this palpable d 
Yet who fo blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come tonough 
When fuck bad dealing muft be feenc in thougnt. 

Enter Glocejler At me dooro,Buckinghamat Another. 
ty/p.How now my Lord what fay the Citizens ! 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizenes are mummetand fpeake not a word. 

G/o. Touch t you the baftardy of Edwards Children ? 
Buc. 1 did .* with tlie infatiate greedineife 
His tyranny for trifles this owne ball 
As being got,your father thea 
Withall I did inferre your lineaments, 

Being the right Idea ofyourfathet, 

Both in one forme and noblenelTe of r 
Layd vpon all your victories in SeotUu. 

Your Difciplinc in warre, wifedome in 
Your bountic,vertue,faire humilitie : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purj 
Vntouch't,or fleightly handled in dife 
And when my Oratorie grew to end. 
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jbaa them that loues their Countries good. 

Cry, God faue Richard, Kngiands royallKing, 

Glo.e/iy and did they fo 2 
Buc. No fo God helpe me, 
gut like dumbe ltatues or breathleile Hones, 

{ (j az de eace on othei and lookt ueauly pale ; 

Which when Haw, I reprehended them : 

And askt the Mayor what meanes this wilfullfilence i 
Hisaii'were was, the people werenot wont 
To btfpoketoojbut by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgdeto tell my tale againe : 

Thui faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd ? 

But nothingfpeake in warrautfrom himfelfe .* 

Whenhehad done,fome followers ofmineownc 
Atthe lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And foine ten voyces cryed,God faue King Rtehad; 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 
Thisgenerallapplaufeanalouingilioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard i 
e^iiifo brake otfa. id came away. 

Clo. Y hat tongueleife blocks were they, would they no? 
!2«r.No by my troth my Lord. , ( fpcakef 

9/0. Will not the Mayor rhen, and his bretheren come? 
Sw.The Mayor is heere .• and intendfomes feare, 
Benotfpoken withall, but with mightiefuter 
Aadlookeyou get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant; 
Benotealiewonnetoour requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it. 

<jlo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well For them,, 
dsl can fay nay to theeformyfelfe. 

No doubt week bring it toa happieilfue. 

^w.You 111 all fee what 1 can do, get you vp to the leads. Ex, 
Nowmy Lord Mayor, I danceattendancehere, 

1 thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Crete shy. 
Here conies hisferuant : how now Catesby,wha.t-[?.yci he f 
CW.MyLord he doth entreateyour Grace 
To vilithim to morrow, or nex t day t 







He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy cxcrcife. 

Zfw.Returne good Catesby to thy Zord again e, 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No leffeimportingthem then our gencrall good, 

Are come to haue fome conference with his grace. 

Crff.Ikhim what you lay my Zord. . 

ha my Zord, this prince is not an £dmrd; 

Me is notlulling on aleawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not fleeping to ingrotfehis idle body. 

But praying to inrich his warchfull foule, 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Takeon 1 imfelfethefoueraigntiethcrcon, 

But fure i feare we (ball neuer winnehim to it. 

Mai.Marry God forbid his grace Ihould fay vsnay. 
Enter Catesby, 

Buc. Ifeare be will, how now Catesby , 

Wharf ayes your Zord i 

Cat. My Zord he wonders to what end you haue aflenabled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake w ith him. 

His grace not being wared thereof before .• 

My Zord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc.Soxy I am my noble coufen fiiould 
Sufped me that 1 meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace : Exit, Cat. 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

A re at their bcads,tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, andtwo Btfbops aloft. 

UMaior.Sce where he Hands betweene two Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props erfvertue for a Chriftian Prince; 

T o flay him from the fall of vafiitie, 



famous planta£enet, mod gracious prince, 

Lettd'fauourable cares to myrequeft: 

ind pardon ys the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the fcruice ofmy God, 

Negleft the vifitation of my friends 

But leauing this,what is your Graes pleafurc? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd He. 

Qlo\ do fufped,! haue done fomc offence, 

Thatfeeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

2 ?#,.You haue my Lord .• would it pleafeyour Grace 
c^t our entreaties to amend that fault. 

G/ff.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land i 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
. thefupreame Seate,theThronemaiefticall, 

The Sceptred office ofyour Anceftor*, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemiftit ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildcneffc ofyour fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good ; 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamie, 

Andalmoft fhouldrcdin this (wallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulneife and darke obliuion .* 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foucraigntie therof, 

Not as Protestor, Swteard, Sub ftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine? 

But as fucccfliuely from blood t© blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emp«rie, yourownet 
For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement mitigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 

9 ^°- 1 know not whither to depart in (Hence, 

H (X. 
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Or bitcrly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

.geft fitteth my degree or your condition : 

Yourloue dcferues my thankes,but mydefert 
Vnmeritable fliunnesyour high requcft, — 

Fir ft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were eucn to the Crowne, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet Co much is xiy pouercie of fpirit. 

So mightie and Co many my defeds. 

As I had rather hide mefrom my greatneftc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneffecouetto be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much I needeto heipeyou if need.were,. 

The royall treehath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres oftime. 
Will well become the feate of maieftie • 

And make no doubtvs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay,w'hatyou would lay on me : 

The rightand fortune of his happie ftarres. 

Which God defend that I ftiould wring from him* 
Buc.My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftanccs well confidered. 

You fay that Edward isyour brothers fonne, 

So fay we too>but not by Edwards mie.: 

For firft he was contracted to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liucs,a witnelTe to that vow. 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
T o Bonay lifter to the KiBg of France, 

Thcfe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diftrefted widdowe, 

Euenin theafternooneofhfer beft dayes, 

Made prife and purchafe of his luftfull eye. 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thooghas, 
Tobafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her iu this vnlawfuU bed he got. 



This J 5 ^W,wh°me our manners terme thcPrince : 
Morebitterly could expoftulate, 

Suethat forreuerence to fome aliue 

This goffered benefit of dignitie 1 
Ifnotto bleftevs and theland withall. 

Yet to draw outyour royall ftocke, 
fcom thecorruption of a bufing time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courle. 

L.Do good my Lord, your citizens entreaty eu . 

Cat.O make them ioyfull, grant thcirlawfullfute. 

Glo. vilasjwhy wouldyou heape thofecaresonmc, 
Iamvnfitfor ftateand dignitie: 

I doe bcfecch you take it not amitle, 

Icannot,nor I will notyeeldto you. 

Suc.lf y ou ref ufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

^fwellwe know your tenderneife of heart, 

^nd gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 

^ndegally indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne fliall neufcr raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and downefall of your houfe : 

,4nd in this refolution here weleaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

Glo.O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham* 
Ctf.\Callthem againe,my iord and accept their lute. 
t/^»o.Do,good my Lord,leaft all the land doe rew it. 
G/o, Would you enforce me toa world ofcare J 
Well, call them againe,! am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kindintreats, 
albeit againft my confcienceand my foule. 

Cofen oC Buckingham, and you fage grauemen. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 muft haue patience to endure the loade, 










- * 4V x 

Bu tif blacke fcandallor fo foulefec’t reproach 
Attend thefequell ofyour impofition, 

Your meere inforcement ihall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

God bleile your Grace, we fee it, and will% , f> 
gio. In faying fo,you (hall but fay the truth. 

Bhc, Then 1 falute you with this kingly Title • 

Long liue King Ric hard, Englan d s royall King ’ 

May. Amen. 

rao 1 rrow wiI1 P^afe you to be crown’d > 
G/o.tuen when you will,finccyou will haue itfo’ 

£#c.To morrow then we will attend your Grace! 

G/fc. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine • 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt 
Enter JQueene mother, Dutchejfe of Torke, Marques ' 
Dorfet M one doore , ‘DutcheffeofGlockfter 
At Another doore, 

‘Dnt. Wh o meetes vs heere,my Neece Tlantaeenet » 
jvu. Sifter well met, whither away fo faft 1 & 

Dut. Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as I gueiTe,. 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^«.Kind filler thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenanteomes, 
iVl. Lieutenant, pray you by your Icaue, 

Howfearesthe Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your Icaue, 

I may notluffer you to vifit him, 

ftraightly charged the contrary. 
i?».TheKing? why,who’sthat? 

I cry you merck,I mcane the Lord Protcftor. 

f ° rd P rote<a him from that Kingly title; 

Hath he let oounds betwixt their l©ue and me i 
I am their mother, who (hould keepe mefrom them f 
1 am their father, raother,and will fee them. 

Dut, Glo. Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother; 

' Then' 

- 
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Then f ear e not thou.Hcbeare thy blame, 

>fnd take thy office form theeon my perill. 

Licu.l doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me .- 
I am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standlj, 
j’ww.Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And H e frl ute your Grace of Tor he, as mother : 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam, you mull goewith me to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned Orchards royall Quecne. 

(jfo.O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope to beate, or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

<Z)or, Madam, haue comfort, how fares your Grace l 
<$u, 0 Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudion dogge thee at the heeks. 

Thy mochers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goe crolfethefeas. 

And liue with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

( Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this daughter houfe, 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother,wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wife care is thi s your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To mccteyou on the way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

hut. Tor. O ill difpearling winde of miferie, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 
ACokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 
j’;<t».Come Madam, 1 in allhaftewasfentfor, 
hutch . And I in all vnwillingndfewill goe, 

Iwouldto Godthat the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that mud round my broVve, 

Werered hotte deele to feare me tothe braine, 

Annoy nted let me be with deadly poyfon, 

die, ere men can fay, God faue the Qu eenc. 






' as poore foule,l enuic not thy glory, 

Tof-eede m y humor, with thy felfe no ftarme* 

, *• Out. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well waflw from his hands 
Which ilfued from my other angell husband, * 
-^nd that dead fainfcwhiclt then 1 weeping followed, 
0,when 1 fay, 1 look t on Richer Jy face, 

This was mv will), be thou ijuo'th 1 accurft, 

For making me fo yongifb old a widow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 

thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeatethiscurfeagaine, 

Euen info Ihorta fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuc to his h©ny words, 
ey^iid proud the fubieftsof my owne foules curfe, 
Which euerfincehath kept mine eyes from ileepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in nis bed, 

Haue I cnioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 
Bnthauebenewaked by histimerous dreames, 
Eefides,he hates me for my father fVarwicfa 
And will Ihortly be rid of me, 

£hi. A\zs poore foule,i pittie thy complaints. 
Dnt.Glo.No more then from ray fbule I mournc for yours 
Slit* Fa r e we 11. t h ou woefull wclcomcr of glorie. 
ftut.Glo. Adue poore foule, thou takft thy leaue ofit. 
Dut. Tor. Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethce 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 
Gothcu to fanctuarie, good thoughts polfeftethee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie old yeares of forsow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wraGkt with a vveeke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Riehard crowned, 'Bucking- 
ham, Catesby,with other Nobles. 

. JT/tfg.Stand all apart, Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand ; Here he afeendetk his throne. ( 
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'fhus high by thy aduice 
And thy afliftance is Kmg^fWfeatedr 
Rut (hall wee wearc thefe honours for a day i 
Or (hall they Ml, and we tcioycein them ? 

5 «f.Stillliue they, and for euermaytheylaft. 
fctnJii.O Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 

Totrie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 

SncMy on my gratious foueraigne. 

Xing. Why Buckingham,! fay Iwould be King, 
tfwfwhy fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 

XkHa : am I King i tis fo, but EdmrdUucs. 

Bhc. True noble Prince. 

Kin. 0 bitterconfequence, 

That Edward ftill Ihould liue true noble Prince, 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull .* 

Shall I be plaine l I with the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde, 

Whatfaieft thou ffpeake fuddenly, bebriefe. 

Bnc.Yoni grace may do your pleafure, 

JYwg.Tutjtut, thou art all.yce, thy kindneftefreezeth. 
Say, haue 1 thy confent that they flialldie ? 

2?«c.Giue me fome breath, fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Cat.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip, 

, King. I will conuerfe with iron wittedfooles, 
Andvnrcfpe<ftiucboyes,nonearefornie 
1 Thatlooke into me with confideratc eyes ; 

2ty,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpesS:. 

Boy. Lord. 

King. K nowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

BtyMy Z.ord,l know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whofe humble meanes match nothishaughtieminde,, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What i s his name J 

%,Hisijgmemy iord, is Terrill -/.> 

Kifg 
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King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more l hall betheneighbour to my counfcll. 

Hath he Co long held out with me vntirde, 

' 'And flops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I heare theMarqucfle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond,in thofe parts beyond thcfcas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

JO#g. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fleke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe.- 
Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 
Whomc I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him .• 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giue out 
T hat Anne my wife is ficke and like to die; 

^fbout it, for it ftands memuchvpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers,andthen marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine,but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucks on fin, 

Tcares falling pittie dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel, 

Is thy name Tirrel? 

Tir. lames Tirrel,znd your mod obedient fubied. 
King. An thou indeed i 
Tir.Proue me my gracious (oueraigne. 
iC»«^.Dar’ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir.l my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
King .Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs. 

Ate theythat I would haue theedeale vpon: 

Tirrehl meane thofebaftards in the Tower. 

7 ir ♦ Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 



And 
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fifoone He rid you from the feare ofthcni, 

Thou flngft fweet muficlte.Come hither TirriS , 
foby that token, rife and lend thine eare. He whifrert in 

Tisnomorebut fo,fay, is itdone hrs eare . 

And 1 will loue thee, and preferre thee too. 

Tir: Tis done my gracious Lord, • 

gmg. Shall we heare from thee TirreH,e re we fleepe? 

® Enter Buckingham . 

Tin Yea my good Lord. 

But, My Lord, I haue confidcrea in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that pa.lVe,Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Bhc, 1 heare that newes my Lord. 

King* Stanly , he is your wiues fonne: W ell looke too it. 
Buc. My Lord Iclaime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
TheEarlcdomc o (Herford and the moueables, 
Thewhichyou promiled I (hould polTeffe. 

Stanly iooKe to your^ifc,if die conuey 
Letters toRichmondyou (hall'anfwcreit., 

Bhc. Whatfayes your Highnefle to my iuft demand? 
King. As I remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck- My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not atthat time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I (hould kill him. 

Bhc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledotnc. 

King. Richmond , when laft 1 was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugc-mount, at which name I ftarted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I (hould not liuelong after 1 faw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

Kmg. I, whatsaclockc? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Of what you prutnifde me.. 

King. Well, but whats a clocke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke of ten. 

1 King. 
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King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike? 

Ktng Becaufe that like a Iacke then keepft the ftroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

\ I am not in the gining vaine to day, 

B uc. Why then refolu e me whether you will or no l 
K- Tut,tut,thou troubleft me,l am notin thevaine.£w 
Bhc. Is it cucn To i rewards lie my true feruice 
Withfueh deepc contempt, made I him King for this l 
O let me thinkc on Hafimgt, and begone 
To Brecknock^ while my fearcfull head is on. Fxk 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Eir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The moft arch-a<ft ofpitteous maflacre, 

Thateuer yet thi«land was guiltie of, 

‘ T>ighton and Forrefl whom 1 did fub borne, 

To do this ruth full peece of butchery, 
t Although they were fl edit villaincs, bloudy dogs, 

\ Meking with tendernefle anti cr»*npaflkm. 

Wept like two children in theif deaths fad ftoriese 
Loe thus quoth Dight onlay thefe tender babes. 

Thus, thus quoth Forresl girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaftcr armes, 

Theirlips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

When in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A booke of prayers on their pillow laie, 

Which once quoth Torr<"ij?a!moft chang*d my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villainc ftopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on we fmootbered 
The mod replenifhcd fweet worke of nature 
That from the prime creation eucr heframde, 

They could not fpeakc,and fo I left them both, 

Tobring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here hecome.^ilhaile my foucraigne Liege. 

King. KindTirriR, and 1 happiein thy newesj 
Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefle.be happie then, 

For it is dooc my Lord fr 



otKicnaratnc 1 hird, 

j fy. But didft thou fee them dead ? 

I did my Lord. 

And buried gentle Twrilll 

Fir. The Chaplain c of the Tower hath buried them ; 

Rut how or in what place I do not know. 

Km. Come to me Tirrill foone at after fupper, 

And thou fnalt tell the procefle oftheir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Tirrtli . 

Farewell till foone. . 

tlie fonne of Clarence hauelpcnt vpciole, 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

The fonnes of Edward fleepe in <u4l>rahamtbolomCj. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Nowfor I know the Brittair s Richmond aimes 
Andyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer, Enter Catejhy , 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Goodnewesor bad, that thou Cornell into bluntly? 
fat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

Ant Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power cncreafeth. 

King. ITywith Richmonduoublts me more flearc 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army: 

Come, 1 haue heard that fearefullcommcnting, 

Isleaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fierie expedition be my wings, 
lout, '.JMer curie, and Herald for a King. 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fhicld, 

We muft be bricfe.whcn traitors braue the field. Exeunt. 

Enter gueene Margaret {ola. 
i JOu.tJlfar. So now profperitic begins to naeliow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in thefe confines flilic haue I lurkt, 

T o watch the wayning of mine aduerlariess 
A dire induction ami witnelTetoo, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 

I % . W 
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Will proue as bitter, blacke and tragicafl, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret , who comes hcerc. 
Enter thejdtuens, and the ( Dfttchejfe of Tor tie, 

'Qh. Ah my y ong Pri nces, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fwcets, 

1 t yet your gentlcfouks flic in the aire. 

And be not fist in doome perpetuali, 

Houer aboueme with your airie wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation. 

£>h Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Ham dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

£1*. Wilt thou O God the from fuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them in the intrailesof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fucha deed was done? 

S^u. Mar. When holy Mary died ; and my fweet Jon. 
Dutch. Blind fjght,deadlife, poore mortallliuingGhott, 
Woes feeane, worlds (hame, graues dueby life vfurpt, 
Reft theirvnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

£Eu, O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue. 

As thoucanft yeeld a melanchollyfeat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heere.* 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I i 
Dut. So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 

Thatmy woe-wearied tongucis muteand dumbe* 
Edward Piantagenet, why art thou dead/ 

£fu. <JMar. If ancient furrow be moft reuerent, 

Glue mine the benefit of figniorie. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand. 

Ifforrow can admit focietic, 

T ell ouer your woes againe by viewingmine: 

1 had an Edward,u\\ a Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard, cili a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,n\\ a Richard kjld him. 

Thou hadfta Richard, till a Richardkild him, 

Dut, 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him.* 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft tokill him, 

cMar. Thou hadft a CLirence too, till Richard kild hi® 
From forth the kcnncli of thy wombe hath crept. 
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Preyeson theiffue of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-feilow with others mone. 

Dut O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes , 

God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

Q„ Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for reu ci:ge 
Andnow I cloie me with beholding it: 

Thv Edmrd lie is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yo-igT orke, he isbutboote,becaufe both they 
Match notthehigh perfeftion ofmy Ioffe: 

Thy clarence he is dead,that kild my a.'.x «rd :r 
And the beholders of this Tragickc pU; , 

The adulterate Haftittgs,Riuers, Vaughan, Cjrcy, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Richar iyetliaes, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Oncly referued their fador to buy foules. 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Eart h gapes, hels burner, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God 1 pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead, 

£)u, 0 thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fliould wilh forthee to helpe me curffe 

That botteldfpider,thatfoulehunch-backt toad. 

gu, Mar. 1 cald the then, vaine flourifii of my fortune, 
leak thee then poore Ihaddow.paintedQueenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering index ofadirefuli pageant. 

One heau’d a high,tobehurld downe below, 

Amother oncly, mockt with two fweet babes, 
Adreameofv\hichthouwcrt,abreath,abubble, 

I j Ahgufi 



TU ,n o2 pe that had his teeth before his eyes 
SSrre fatnbes, and lap their gentle bloods; 
That f°ule defacer of Gods handy work* 

It? wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues, 
n vori°ht,idft,and true d.fpofmgGod, 
do 1 thanke thee.that this carnall curre 
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A figiicof dignitie, a garifh flagge, 

To be.the aime cf euery dangerous foot 
A Quieene in ieaft, onely to fill the fccane : 

Where isthy husband now,wherc be thy brother*# 
Where 1 be thy children.whercin doeft thou ioy# * 
Who Cu es to thee, and cries God faue the Queenc* 
Where .be the bending Peercs that flattered thee# 
Where b e the thronging troupes that followed thee i 
Decline ai'i this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a raoft diftrefled widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name.- 
For Queeneya very Catife crown’d with care : 

Fore - :oein'gfuedtoo,one that humbly foes < 

For one com manding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that f cornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath tht courfe of iuftice wheel’d about,* 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mo re, bat/ .ought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the n:ore,being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpemy place,and doefl thou not 
V furpe the ioft proportion of ray forrow # 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my bu’rthened yoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip my wearied necke, 

Andleauetheburthenofitallonthcc; •» 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Enghfh woes, will makemc fmilc in France, 
gu.. O thou wellskild in curfes,ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

gu.Mar. Forbeare to flecpc the night, and fa ft theday, 
Compare dead happineflfe with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is.- 
Bearing thy lotfe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Revoluing this, will teach thee how tocurfe. 

My wordsare dull,0 quicken them with thine, 
JVtt.A/d.Thy woes wil make them foarp.. & pierce like mine. 
But. Why foould calamitie be full of words? ExitMa, 
£>m. Windie attumiestoyourclient woes, 

Aierie fucceeders of inteftateioyes, 

Poore 
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Sf not at ill, yet docthe, eafethe hart. 

If fo, then be not tong-tide, goe with me, 

.''.fi’ t he breath of bitter words, letsfmoother 
£ damned fonne,which thy twofonnesfmothered: 

Iheare his drum, becopiou* in exclaimes. 

,nc Enter King Richard marching mth Drttmmes 
and Trumpets. 

Kinc. Who intercepts my expedition? 

<j) H t A ihe,that might haue intercepted thee. 

By Wangling thee in her accfofoi wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

. Oh ' Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crown e. 
Where fliouldbe grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne, 

Aai the dire death of my two fo fines, ar 1 brothers.* 

Tellme thou vilbineflaue, where arc ■ -in Idrcnf 

jw.Thou tode,thou tode, where is 1 v another Clarence? 
And littkNcd Rlantagenet, his Sonne ? 

~ j?*. Where te kind Ha flings, Riners, Vaughan, Gray* 

King. A flourifh trumpets, (trike alarum diummes, 

Let not the heauens hearc thefe ccl-taic women 
RailconVto Lords annointed. Strike lfay. The trumpets 

Hither be patient, and intreat me fatrey founds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will 1 drowneyour exclamations.. 

But. >frtthoumy fonne? 

King. Uthanke God, my father and y our felfe. 

But. Then patiently Hcare my impatience. 

, Kmg, Madam 1 haue a touch of your condition 
Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

But . I will bc milde and gentle in my fpeech; 

King, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

But. Artthoufohaftie, I haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in angu ifli,pai nc and agon ie. 

King. And camel not atlaft to comfort you? 

But, No by the holy roode thou knowft it wellj 

Ihou.cair.ft oivcartb,to nuke the earth my heft; > 

" 



A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me 
T echie and waiward was thy infancie, * 

Thy fchoole-daies fxightf ull.deiperate, wildc and furi™ 
Thy age confirmde,proud,Cubtill, bloudie, trechem,?'' 

What comfortable houre canft thou name, 

T hat euer grac’t me iri thy compan ie i 

King Faith none but Humphry hourc,that cald yo W erac . 

i o breakeraft once forth of my compare : ® 

If it be fogratious in your fight. 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dut. O heare me fpeake.for I (hall ncuer fee thee more 
Kmg. Come, come, you are too bitter, 

Dvt. Eithcrthou wilt die by Gods iuftordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreameage (ball pcrifli, 

And neuerlookevpon thy face againe: 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauiecurfe, 

Which in the day 'f battell tire thee more 
T hen all the^omplcat armour that thou wearft. 

My prayerson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe and vidtory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit, 

^.Though far more caufe, yet much leffe fpirit to curie 
Abidesin me, I fay e^ttien to all. 

Kmg - . Stay Madam,I mud fpeake a word with you. 

I haue no more fonnesofthe royall blood, 

For thee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They fiiall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Quccncs, 
And thercforeleuellnotto hit their liucs, 

Kmg. Tou haue a daughter cald Elvcabethy 
Vertuous andfaire, royall and gratious. 

Jgu. And muff flie die for this? O let her hue, 

And Iiecorrupt hermanners,ftaineherbeautte, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwdrds bed. 

Throw oucr her thevaile ofinfamic. 

So flie may Iiiie vnfearde from bleeding (laughter, 
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f will confeffe (lie was not Edwards daughter, 

1 r „ Wrong not her birth, (he is of royall blood, • . 

To faue her life, lie fay (lie is not (o. 
gfc' Her life is onely fafeft in her birth. 
g/jnd onely in that fafety died her brothers, 

Loeat their birjJjs good liars were oppofite. 

9u. No to their hues Bad friends were contrary. 

Rim. AW vnauoy aed is the doome of deftiny. 

9a, True,when avoyded grace makes deftiny, 

Mybabes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If p racc had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoflile 
As intend more good to you and yours, (arraes, 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong’d, 
go. What good is couered with the faceof heauen. 

To be difeouered that can doe me good. - 
jffwjr.Theaduancement ofyour children mightieLady* 
6fe, Vp to fome fcaffold, there to loole their heads. 

King, No to the dignitie and height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipc of this earths glory. 

$u. Flatter my forrowes with report ofit. 

Tell me what ftate,what dignitic,whac honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King, Euen all I haue, yea and my felfe and all, • 

Willi withall endow achild of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Be' briefe,leaft that the procetTe of thy kindneffe 
Laftlonger telling then thy kindneffe doo. 

Ki, Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 

daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King, What doc you thinke? 

T hat thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foule didft thou loue her brothers, 

■dnd from my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, 

Ku Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning# 

I meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 
t'tfhd meane to make her Queene of Ettgkwd* 

K v, 



gu, Siy then, who doeft thou meanelhallbeherKiW 
King. Eucn he that makes her Queene,who fliould elk) 
«2«* What thou? 

King. I,euea 1, what thinke you of it Madam? 

Qu. How canft thou woe her? 

King. That! would leatnc of you, 

As onethatwere beft acquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou lcarne of me ? 

. King . Madam, with all my heart. 

jQtt. Send to her by the man that (lew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edwardand Yorke , then happily (he will weepe, 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept in Rutland: blood. 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a (lory of thy noble afts: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence , 

Her Vncke Riuers, yea, and for her fake 
Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne, 
King. Come,come,ye mocke me, this is not the way 
T o w inne your daughter. 

J£«.There is no other way, 

V nletle thou couldft put on fome other ihape. 

And not be Richard that hath done aU this* 

King . 1 nferre faire Snglands peace by his alliance. 
gu. Which (lie (hall purchafe with ftill lading warre. 
King. Say that the King which may command, intreats* 1 
gu, That at her hands which the Kings king forbid, _ 
King. Say (he (hall be a high and mightieQuecae* 

£m. To waile the title as her mother doth* 

King. Say I willloue her eucrfadingly. 

^».But how long (hall that title euerladj 
King. Sweetly infbrce vnto her faire lines end. 
ght. But how long fairely (hall that title lad? 

'King. So long as heauen and nature lengthensit* 

Ght So long as hell send Richard likes of it- 
King. Say I her foueraigne am her (ubietft loue* 

&>u. But dicyour fubieift loaths fuch foueraingtie. 
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King. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her* 

0n. An honeft tale fpeeds belt being plainely told* 
glint. Then in plaine tearmes tell her my louing tale. 

0u. Plaine and not honed is too harlh a dile* 

Rwt. Madam, your reafons are too lhallow,& too quick. 
gn. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Toodeepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it dill (hall I, till heart-ftrings breake. 

Xing, Now by my George, my Garter, andmyCrowne. 

Prophan’d, dilhonor'd,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 
j^.By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan'd , hath loft b is holy honor : 

The Garter blemidit, pawn’d his Knightly vertue: 
TheCrownevfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly dignitie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Swearethen by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd, 

King. Now, by the world* 

£*• Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Kmg. My fathers death. 

£>n. Thy felfe hath that dishonor'd. 

King. T hen by my felfe* 

$h. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kmg, Why,thenbyGod. 

J$h. Gods wrong is mod of all: 

If thou had ft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King thy brother made, 

Hadnot bcene broken,nor my brother flaine* 

If thou hadd: fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the render temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for dull, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

Kmg. By the time to come. 

That thou had wrong’d in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by thee palt wrong’d. 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 

K z V*« 
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Vngouernd youth, to wayleit with her age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd. 

Old withered plaints to waile it with their age.- 
Sweare notby time to come,forthat thou haft 
Miiufed, ere vfed, by time nnfufed orepaft. 

King. <iAs I entend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armes,my felfe my felfeconfound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render notthy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my happineife and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 

Sad defolation,ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but'by this: 

]t will not be auoidcd but by this 
Therefore good Mother ( 1 muft callyou fo) 

Be the atturney ofmy loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, riot what I haue bcene, 
Notbydeferts,butwhatIwilldefcrue: * 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of times, 
a^fnd be not peeuifh fond in great delignes, 

Qm, Hi all 1 be tempted of the Diuell thus? 

King. I, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good. 

Jgu‘. Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

King. I, ifyour felfes remembrance wrong your felfe* 
But thou didft kill my Children. 

Ki. But in your daughters wombe lie buriethem, 
Wherein that neft of$j4cerie there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your recomfiture. 

<%u. Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will J 
King* And be a happy mother-by the deed. 

£ht, I goe, write to me very fbortly. 

King. Beare her my tr ue loues ki ife : farewell. Exit ■Jjf* 

Relentingfoole,and fliallow changing woman, Enter Ra>, 
‘R&t. My gracious Soueraignejonthe Wefternecoaft, 



vr 



hollow-hatted friends, 

Vnarto 1, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backer 
Tk thought that Richmond is their ^dmirall; 

And there they hull, expefttng but theaide, 
aP Ruckitfphdfflto welcome them a Ihoie. . 

Some light-foot friend, poft to t he D. of Norfoikc* 

Recife thylelfe, or Catesby, where is he i vV 

Cut. Heere my Lord. 

Kw Flie to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury , t 
When thou comeft there : dull vmftindfull villame f .. 
Why ftandft thou ftill, and goeft not to the Dulcel 
Cat* Firft mightie foueraigne,!et me know your mind, 
What from your grace 1 fhalldeliuer him. 

Kinr* O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
meet me prefently at Saltsburie. 

Rat, What is your highnelfe pleafure I fhal do at Salisbury 
King. Why what wouldfl thou doe there before I go? 
Rgt. Your Highncs told me I fhould poft before. 

Km? My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d .* 

How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Bar* None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor trone fo bad,but it may well be told. 



King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thourunne fo many mile about. 

When thou may ft tell thy tale aneerer way. 

Once more what newes ? 

Bay. Richmond is on the Teas. 

King . There let him linke, and be the feas on him. 

White liuered runnagate,what doth he there ? 

Bar, I know not mightie foueraigne out by gueile,. 

King, Well fir, as you guelfe,as you gudfe. 

Day. Vturdvp by DorfetyBuckingham&nd Ely ,. 

He makes for S^gland,thet c to claimethccrowne. 

King, Is the Chaire empty? Is the fword v-nfwaid i 
Is the King dead? theEmpirevnpoifeft? 

What heire of T.orke is there aliue but we? 

•and who is Enolands King, but great Torkes heire? 

* K 3 Thcn 





Then tell me what doth hevpon thefca? 

Dar. Vnleftc for that my Liege, 1 cannot guede. 

King, Vnleffe for that, he comes to be your Liege 
You cannot gueffc wherefore the Welchman comes * 
Thou wilt reuolt, and flie to him 1 feare. 

Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not, 
King. Where is thy power then to beat him backe? 
Wherearc thy tenants and thy followers * ■ 

A re they not now vpon the Welt erne fhore, 

Safe conducing the rebels from their ihips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Ktng.QoXd friends to Richard, what do they in the North/ 
When they (hould feme their foucraigne in the Weft. 
Dar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leauc, 

Ilemufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie lhall pleafe? 

King. 1,1, thou wouldtt begone to ioynewith Richmond , 

1 will oot truft youfir. 

Dar. Moft mighriefoueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my frie doubtfull, 

I neuerwas.nor neuer will be falfe.ndfliip 

King. Well, go mufter men; but heareyou,leaue behind 
Yourfon George Stanley, looke your faith befirme: 

Or elfe,his heads airurance is but frailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. Exit , 

Enter a Lftteffenger, 

t-Me[. My Gratious foucraigne, now in Deuonfhire , 

As 1 by friends am wellaauertifed. 

Sit William Courtney , andthe haughtiePrelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter , his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Meffeuger. 

Afef, My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 

And euery houre more competitors 
Flocketo their aide, and ftill their power cncreafeth. 
Enter another Meffenger, 

Mef, My Lord, the armie of the Duke of 'Buckingham, 

Heftriketh him. 

King, 



_ — — ©I ruenaratne rnira. 

Out on ye Owles,nothingbut fongs of death. 

, 'Lt vntill you bring me better newes. 
r Your Grace miftakes,the newes 1 bring is good, 
. is that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difper ft and fcattcred, 
Kd he himielfe fled no man knowes whither. 
i Vino. 01 cry you merue, 1 did miftake, 

Ratclffc reward him for the blow 1 gaue him: 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, / 

J Enter another Mejfenger. 

M Sir Thomas Louell , and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

TisfaidmyLiegearevpinarmes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 
TheBriuaine Nauie is difperft, Richmond m Dorfet/htre, 
Sent out a boat to askethem on the fhore, 

Ifthey were his afliftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his partie : he miftrurting them, 

Hoift faile, and madcaway for Brittaine. 

S March on, march on,fmce weare vp in armes. 

If notgo fight with torraigne enemies. 

Yet co beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford) 

Iscolder newes, yet they muft be told. 

King. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 

A royallbattell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on w sth me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chriflophcr. 

Dar. Sir Crifiopher, tell Richmond this from me, 

That in the ftie of this moft bloudic Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp tn hold, 

Iflreuoult off goesyongGVwgwhead, 

The fevc of that, with-holds my prefent aide, 
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But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrijl. At Pembrooke,ot at Hertford weft in Wales 
Bar, What men of'name refort to him? 

•S', (fhrifi, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned iuuldier 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, (i r Wtlham Stanley , 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiatitcr ew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they doc.bend their cour/e. 

If by the way they be not fought witfaall v 

Bar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him 
Tell hiBi ; thcQiieene hath hartily confented 
He (hall c(pou(e £7i^<i^/? her daughter, 

Thefe Letters willrefolue him of my mind , 

Farewell, Exeunt. 

Sitter Buckingham to Execution, 

Buc, W ill not King Richard let me fpeake with him > 
Rat. No my Lordjtherefore be patient. 

Buc. Hafiings, and Edwards children, Ritters, fray. 
Holy King Henry , and thy faire fonae Edward . 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifcarried. 

By vndcrhand corrupted,fowle iniuftice, 

if that yourmoodiedilcontented foulcs, A 

Do through the cloudes beholQ this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deftruftion: 

This is Ali-foules day,fellowes, is it not. ? 

Rat. It ismy Lord. 

Buc. Wily then Ali-foules day, is my bodies Doomcfday 
This is the day, that in KingA^W/time 
I wifht might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falfe to his children, orhiswiues allies: 

This is the day wherein I wiflit to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him 1 trailed moft: 

This, this All-ioules day, to my fearefull foule ; 

Is the determined rcfpitofmy wrongest 
That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my Fained praier on my head, _ 
Andgiueninearneftwhatlbegdinieaft. ^ 

T hus doth he force the (word of wicked men 
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